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Spoken by the Author. 


G Allants ! behold before your Eyes the Wight, 0 
Whoſe Actions fland accountable To-night, 
For all vour Dividends of Profit or Delight. 
New Plays reſemble Bubbles, wwe muſt oaun, 
| But their intrinſict Value ſoon is known , 
There's no impoſing Pleaſure on a Town. 
And when they fail, count o'er his Pains and Trouble, 
kis Doubts, his Fears, the Patt is the Bubble. 
As Heroes by the Tragick Muſe are ſung ; 
de to the Camict, Knawves and Fools belong: 
Fillies, Je night, of various kinds aue paint, 
One, in a Female Philoſophick Saint, 
That wou'd by Learning Nature's Laws repeat, 8 


Warm all her Sex's Boſoms to rebel, 

Ardonly, with Platonick Raptures, fell. 

Long He reſiſts the proper Uſe of Beauty, 

\ But Fleſb and Blood reduce the Dame ta Duty. 
ACoxcomb too of modern Stamp we ſhow, 
Vit. — but impudent - -- a South-Sea Beau. 

Nay more our Muſes Fire (but pray protect her) 
Reafts, to your Taſte. a whole South-Sea Director. 

B ut let none think aue bring him here in ſpite, 

For all their Actions, fare, will bear the Light ;' 
Beſides, he's painted here in Height of Power, 

Long ere awe laid ſuch Ruin at his Door : 

When he was Lewvee'd, like a Stateſman, by the Town, 
Aud thought his heap d up Millions all his axon. 

No, no; Stocks always at a Thouſand here, 

Hell almoſt honeſt on the Stage appear. 


Sach 


PROLOGUE. 


Sach is our Fare, to feed the Mind our Aim, 
But Poets fland, like Warriors, in their Fame ; 
One ill Day's Work brings all their paſt ts Shame. 

Thus having taſted of your former Favour, 

The Chance ſeems now for deeper Stakes than ever. 

As after Runs of Luck, were more accurſt, 

Ta hfe our Winnings, than have bf? ot fir? ; 

A firſt Stake loft has often ſaw'd from Rain, 

But on one Caſt ts loſe the Tout ——tis hard Undoing. 

But be it as it may—=—the Dye is thrown, R 
Fear now were Folly —— Paſj the Rubicon. 


SM e IEA 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Sir Gilbert NVrangle. Mr. Penkethman, 
Granger. Mr. Booth. | 
Frankly. Mr. Wilks. 
Witling. Mr. Cibber. 


WOMEN. 
Lady Wrangle. Mrs. Bicknell. 
Sopbronia. | Mrs. Oldfeld. 
Charlotte. Mrs. Booth. 


Servants, c. 
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The Ladies Philoſophy. 


ACT T 


The SCENE, Weſtminſter-Hall. 
Frankly and Granger meeting. 


FaAaNnkLY. 
28 it poſlible ! 
12 : Gran. Frankly ! 
if I, Fran. Dear Granger ! I did not expect 
— 2 you theſe ten days: how came you to be 
NI SLY * ſo be ſo much better than your Word. 
— S Gran. Why, to tell you the truth, be- 
cauſe I began to think London better than Paris. 
Fran. That's firange : But you never think like other 
le. 
Gran. I am more apt to ſpeak what I think, than other 


| People : Though, I confeſs, Paris has its Charms; but 


o me they are like thoſe of a Coquette, gay and gaudy; 
they ſerve to amuſe with, but a Man would not chooſe to 
be marry'd to them. In ſhort, I am to paſs my Days in 
Old England, and am therefore reſolved not to have an 
U Opinion of it. A4 Fran. 
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„Via. Tbeſe ſettled Thoughts, Ned, make me: h 
- that if ever you ould marry, j ou will de as 10 
the Woman you intend to pais your days witn. 
Gran. Faith! I think every man's a Fool that is not: 
But'ir's very odd; you fee, the groſſeſt Fools have gene 
rally Senſe enough to be fond of a fine Houſe, or a fine 
Horſe, when they have bought them: They can fee the 
Value of them, at leaſt ; and why a poor Wife ſhould 
not have as fair play for one's Inclination, I can fee no 
Reaſon, but downright Ill- nature or Stupivity. 

Fran. What do you think of Avarice? when People 
purchaſe Wives, as they do other Goods, only becaule 
they are a Pennyworth : Then too, a Woman has a fine 
t me on't! 

Gran. Ay, but that will never be the Caſe of my Wife: 
Wien I marry, I'll do it with the fame convenient Views 
as a Man would ſet up his Coach, becauſe his Eſtate will 
bear it, it's caſy, and keeps him out of dirty Company. 

Fran. But what ! would you have a Wife have no 
more Charms than a Chariot ? 

Gran. Ah! Friend, it I can but paſs as many eay 
Hours at home with one, as abroad in t'other, I will take 
my chance, for her Works of Supererogation; and [ 
belicve at worſt, ſbeuld be upon a Par with the Happi 
neſs of moit Husb2nds about Town. 

Fr an. But at this rate, you would marry before you 
are in love. 

Gran. Why rot? Do you think Happineſs is entail'd 
upon marrying the Woman you love? No more than 
Reward is upon publick Merit: It may give you a Titk 
to it 1nd-ed ; gut you muit depend upon other People“ 
Virtue, to find your account in either. For my par, | 
am not for building Caſtles in the Air; when I marry, 
expect no great matters; none of your Angels, a mortal 
Woman will do my Buſineſs, as you'll find, when I tell 


you my Choice. All I defire of a Wife. is, that ſhewil | 


GO as ſhe '« bid, and keep her felt clean. 


Fran. Would you not have her a Companion tho', u 


well as a Beureliow ? | 
Gran. Ycu mean, I ſuppoſe. a Woman of Senſe. 


Fran. I ſhould not think it amiſs for a Man of Senſe. 


Gran |. - 
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Gran. Nor I ; but Sdeath ! where ſhall I get her? In 
fort, I am tired with the Search, and will ev'n take up 
with one, as Nature has made her, handſom, and only a 
Fool of her own making. 

Fran. Was ever ſo deſperate an Indiference? I am 
impatient till I know her. 

Gran. Even the ſage and haughty Prude, Sophronia. 

Fran. Sophronia ! ] hope you don't take her for a Fool, 
Sir ; why, ſhe thinks ſhe has more Senſe than all her Sex 

her. 

Gran. You don't tell me that as a Proof of her Wit, I 
preſume, Sir. 

Fran. No: But I think your Humour's a little extra- 
o:dinary, that can reſolve to marry the Woman you laugh 
at, 

Gran. It's, at leaſt, a ſign I am in no great danger of 
her laughing at me, Tom ; the Caſe of many a prettier 
Fellow. But I take Sophronia to be only a Fool of Parts, 
that's however capable of thinking right; and a Man 
muſt be nice indeed, that turns up his Noſe at a Woman 
who has no worſe Imperfection, than ſetting too great 1 
Value u her Underſtanding. I grant it, ſhe is half 
mad with her Learning and Philoſophy : What then? fo 
are moſt of our great Men, when they get a little too 
much on't. Nay, ſhe is ſo rapt in the Pride of her ima- 
ginary Knowledge, that ſhe almoſt forgets ſhe is a Wo- 
man, and thinks all Offers of Love to her Perſon a Diſ- 
honour to the Dignity of her Soul ; but all this does not 
diſcourage me: She may fancy her ſelf as wiſe as ſhe 
pleaſes ; but unleſs I fail in my meaſures, I ſhall think 
1 have hard luck, if if I don't make that fine Fleſh 
— Blood of hers, as treubleſom as my own in a Fort- 
night. 

Fran. You muſt have better luck than I had then; l 
was her Fool for above five Months together, and did 
not come ill recommended to the Family; but could 
make no more 3 than upon a Veſtal Virgin: 
And how a Man of your cool Reflexion, can think of at- 
tempuog her, I have no Notion. 


A 5 Gran. 
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Gran. Pſhah ! I laugh at all her Airs; a Woman of 
2 3 is only one that has never been 
rightly attack d. 

Fran. Are you then really reſolv'd to purſue her? 

Gran. Why not? Is not ſhe a fine Creature? Has not 
ſhe Parts ? Would not half her Knowledge, equally di- 
vided, make fifty Coquettes all Women of Senſe ? Is not 
her Beauty natural, her Perſon lovely, her Mein majeſtick? 
Then ſuch a Conſtitution 

Fran. Nay, ſhe has a wholeſom Look, I grant you : 
But then her Prudery, and P/atonick Principles, are in- 
ſupportable. 

ran. Now to me they are more diverting, than all the 


Levity of a Coquette: O! the noble Conflicts between 


Nature and a proud Underſtanding, make our Trium 
ſo inſinitely above thoſe petty * — Befi 
are not you Philoſopher' enough to know, my Friend, that 


a Body continent holds moſt of the thing contain d? Tu 


not your waſting Currents, but Reſervoirs, that make the 
Fountain play; not the Prodigal's, but the Miſer's Chet 
that holds the Treaſure : No, no, take my word, E 
Prude has thrice the latent Fire of a Coquette. Your 
Prude's Flask hermetically ſeal'd, all's right within, de 
pend upon't ; but your Coquette's a mere Bottle of Plague- 
water, that s open to every body. 

Fran Well, Sir, ſince you ſeem fo heartily in earnel 
and, I ſee, are not to be diſguſted at a little Female Frail 
ty ; I think J ought in Honour to let you into a little 
more of her : You muſt know then, this marble- hearted 
Lady, who could not bear my Addreſſes to herſelf. has 
notwithitanding Fleſh and Blood enough to be ten times 
more uneaſy, that I now pay them to her Siſter. 

Gran. I am glad to hear it: Prithee! let me know all; 
for 'wus upon theſe fort of Weakneſſes that I am to 
ftrengthen my Hopes. | 

Fran. You know, | writ you word, that I thought the 
ſafeſt way to cover my real Paſſion for her Siſter Charlotte, 
would be to drop my cold Pretenſions to Sophronia inſen- 
kbly ; upon which account I rather heigł tend my Reſpett 
to her: But as, you know, tis harder to diſguiſe a real 
Inclination, than to diſſe mble one we have not; Sophronia, 

* 
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it ſeems, has ſo far ſuſpected the Cheat, that, ſince your 
Abſence, ſhe has broke into a thouſand little Impatience® 
at my new Happineſs with Charlotte. 

Gran. Good. 

Fran. But the Jeſt is, ſhe can't yet bring down her Va- 
nity to believe, I am in earneſt with Charhtte neither; 
but really fancies my Addreſſes there are all Grimace, the 
mere Malice of a rejected Lover, to give her Scorn a 
Jealouſy. 

Gran. Admirable ! but J hope you are ſure of this. 

Fran. ' Twas but yeſterday ſhe gave me a Proof of it. 

Gran. Pray, let's hear. 

Fran. Why, as Charlotte and I were whiſpering at one 
end of a Room, while we thoughe her wo up in one of 
Ferace's Odes at the other, of a ſudden 1 obſerv'd her 
come ſailing up to me, with an inſulting Smile, as who 
ſhould fay -— I laugh at all theſe ſhallow Arts then 
turn'd ſhort, and — her Shoulder, cry d aloud, 
, Mir, 

Dnanta laboras in Charybdi? 

Grang. Digne Puer meliore Flamm —— Ah! methinks 
[ ſee the imperious Huſly in Profile, waving her ſnowy” 
Neck into a thouſand lovely Attitudes of Scorn and 
Triumph! O the dear Vanity! Well, when all's ſaid; 
the Coxcomb's vaſtly handſom ! 

Fran. I- gad] thou art the oddeſt Fellow in the World 
to be thus capable of diverting your ſelf with your xliſ- 
veſs's Jealouſy of another Man. | 

Gran. Pſhah! Thou'rt too refin'd a Lover; I am 
ghd of any Occaſion that proves her more a Woman, 
than ſhe imagines. 

Fran. But pray, Sir, upon what ſoot did you ſtand: 
with her before you went to France ? 

Gran, O!] I never pretended to more than a P/atc-- 
— Paſſion ; I faw, at firſt View, ſhe was inacceſſible by 

ve. 

Fran. Yet, ſince you were reſolv'd to purſue her; how 
ame you to think of rambling to Paris? 

Gran. Why, the laſt time I faw her, ſhe grew ſo fan- 
altically- jealous of my regarding ber more as a Wo- 
man, than an intellectual Being, that my patience was; 
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half tir'd ; and having, at that time an Appointment with 
ſome idle Company to make a Trip to Paris, I ſlily took 
that Occaſion, and told her, if I threw my ſelf into a vo- 
luntzry Baniſhment from her Perſon, I hoped ſhe would 
then be convinc'd, I had no other Views of Happineſs, 
than what her Letters might, ev'n in Abſence, as well 
gratify, from the Charms of her Underſtanding. 

Fran. Moſt folemnly impudent 

Gran. In ſhort, her Vanity was ſo blind to the Banter, 
that ſhe infiited upon my going, and made me a condi. 
tional Promiſe of anſwering all my Letters ; in which [ 
have flatter'd her romantick Folly to that degree, that in 
her laſt, ſhe confeſſes an intire Satisfaction in the Ian 
cent Dignity of my Inclinations (as ſhe ſtiles it) and there- 
fore thinks her ſelf bound in Gratitude to recall me 
from Exile : which gracious Boon (being heartily tiredat 
Paris) | am now arriv'd to accept of. 

Fran. The merrieſt Amour that ever was! Well! and 
why don't you viſit her? 

Gran. O! I do all things by Rule not till ſhe 
has din'd ; for our Great Engl Philoſopher, my Lord 
Bacon, tells you, that then the Mind is generally moſt 
ductile. 

Fran. Wiſely conſider'd. 

Gran. Beſides, I want to have a little Talk firſt with 
the old Gentleman her Father. 

Fran. Si- Gilbert If I don't miſtake, yonder he comes- 

Gran. Where, prithee ? 

Fran. There, by the Book-ſellers ; don't you ſee him 
with an odd Croud after him ? 

he's loaded with 


Gran. O! now I have him 
Papers like a Solicitor. 
Fran. Sir, he is at this time a Man of the firſt Conſe 
— and receives more Petitions every Hour, than the 
ourt of Chancery in a whole Term. | 
Gran. What ! Is he Lord Treaſurer ? 
Fran. A much more conſiderable Perſon, I can aſſurt 
you; he is a South-Sea Director, Sir. 
Gran. O! I cry your mercy ! and thoſe about him, I 
preſume, are bowing for Subſcriptions. 


| F ran. 
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Fran. That's their Buſineſs, you may be fure; but ſce 
at laſt he bas broke from them. | 
Gran. No! there's one has got him by the Sleeve 


. What if we ſhould ſtand off, and obſerve a 


pur Wt oo, 7 or =” 


Gran. With all my Heart. 
Sir Gilb. [To a Man at the Door.) Prithee, be quiet, 
r, Fellow ! I tell you I'll ſend the Duke an Anſwer to mor- 


li ro morning. ; 

[ Within] It's very well, Sir 

in Sir Gilbert ſpeaks, entering with a great Parcel of open 
17 Letters in his Hand, and others fluſſing his Packets. 
re- 
me Sir Gilb. Very well! ay, fo it is, if he gets it then 


at Why? what! theſe People of Quality, ſure, think they 
do you a Favour, when they ask one Huh! let 
him come for it hizaſelf! I am ſure I was forc'd to do ſo, 
at his Houſe, when Icame for my own, and could not 
ſhe get it neither and he expects I ſhould give him 
Id 2000 l. only for ſending a Footman to me. Why? what 
ok Does his Grace think I don't know which fide my Bread's 
butter d on? Let's ſee! who are theſe from ? 


( Reads to himſelf. 

ich Gran. The old Gentleman's no blind Admirer of a 
Man of Quality, 1 fee. 

* Fran. O! Sir, he has lately taken up a mortal Aver- 
ſion to any Man that has a better Title than himſelf. 

lim Gran. How ſo, pray? 


Fran. As he grows rich, he grows proud ; and, a- 
vith mong Friends, had lately a mind to be made a Lord him- 
elf; but applying to the wrong Perſon, it ſeems he was 
.nſe- diſappointed ; and ever ſince piques himſelf u de- 
the ipifing any Nobleman, who is not as rich as himſelf. 
. Gran. Hah ! the rigt ei Spiritof Old-England : 
But I think he's counted an honeſt Man. 

Fran. Umb! yes! well enough 2 good fort of 
2 mercantile Conſcience; he is punctual in Bargains, and 
expects the ſame from others: he will neither fteal, nor 
cheat, unleſs he thinks he has the Protection of the Law: 


Frau. then 
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then indeed, as moſt thriving Men do, he thinks Honour 
and Equity arechimerical Notions. 

Gran. That is, he bluntly profeſſes what other Peo- 
ple practiſe with more Breeding But let's accoſt him, 


Gran. Stay a little. i 
Sir Gib. To me Friend! (Enter a Footman nwith 4 
What will they never have done ? (Letter, 


Feootm. Sir, my Lady Double-Chin preſents her Service, 
and ſays ſhe'll call for your Honour's Anſwer to morrow 


morning. 
Sir Gib. Very well; tell my Lady Þll take care to 
| (Exit Foetmen. 

Be exactly out of the way when ſhe comes. Fil 

Gran. Hah! he'll keep that part of his word, I war- 0 
rant him. 

Sir. Gi/b. Let's ſee ! the old Story, I ſuppoſe (Nad 
Um — Um yes, yes — only Iwo Thouſand 
Huh! the Woman me for a Fool? pu 
Does ſhe think I don't know that a two Thouſand Subſcrip. | 
tion is worth Two Thouſand Guineas ; and becauſe the is ma 
not worth above Fourſcore I houſand already, ſhe would 
have me give them to her for nothing Te a poor and 
Relation, ſhe pretends indeed, as if ſhe loved any body me 
better than herſelf ! A Drum! and a Fiddle! JI greaſe = 
none of your fat Sows, not 1— no, no, get you into 2 

( 

8 

for | 

pritl 

j 

8 

Fell 

and 


the negative Pocket Bleſs my Eyes! Mr. Granger ! 
Gran. Sir Gilbert, I am your moſt humble Servant. 
Sir Gill. In troth, I am Glad to ſee you in Exgland 2 

gain Mr. Frankly, your humble Servant. 

Fran. Sir, your moſt obedient. 

Sir Gilb. Well, how goes Mifi/ippi, Man? What de 
they bring their Money by Waggon-Loads to Market ſtill? 
Hay! Hah! hah! hah! 

Gran. O! all gone, good for nothing, Sir, your South- 
Sea has brought it to waſte Paper. | 

Sir Gi/b. Why, ay, han't we done glorious things here? | 244 
ha! we have found Work for the Coachmakers as well as 
they, Boy. . 4 

Gran. Ah, Sir, in a little time we ſhall reduce thoſe, , 
who kept them there, to their Original of riding behind bo, 
them here.. 6 1 
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Sir Gi4b. Huh! huh! yeu will have your Joke till, I 
ſee —— Well! you have not fold out, I — 

Gran. Not I faith, Sir: the old Five thou lies ſnug 
as it was: I don't ſee where one can move it, and mend it; 


ſo even let itlie, and breed by itſelf, 


Sir Gilb. You're right you're right hark you — 
keep ic — the thing will do more ſtill, Boy. 

Gran. Sir, I am fure it's in hands, that can make it 
do any thing. 

=p 1 — got any new Subſcription ? 

Gran. You know, Sir, I have been abſent, and it” 
really now grown ſo valuable a Favour, I have not the 
Confidence to ask it. 

Sir Gilb. Pſah! prithee never talk of that, Man 

Gran, If I thought you were not full, Sir 

Sir Gilb. Why, if I were as full as a Bumper, Sir, I'll 
put my Friends in, let who will run over for t. 

Fran. Sir Gilbert always doubles his Favours, by his 
manner of doing them. 

Sir Gilb. Frankly, you are down for 5000 l. already, 
and you may depend upon every Shilling of it let 
me ſee, what have I done with my Liſt? Granger has a 

Eſtate, and had an eye upon my eldeſt Daughter be- 
he went to France; I muſt have him in, it may 


chance to bring the matter to bear. [ Afede. 


Grang. Where did you get all theſe Letters, Sir Gilbert? 
Sir Gi/b. Why, ay, this is the Trade every Merning, all 
for ſubſcriptions: nay, they are ſpecial Stuff here, 


Fran. Whois it from, Sir? | 

Sir Gilb. O! a North-Briton, a bloody ſquabbling 
Fellow, who owes me a Thouſand Pound for Difference, 
and that's his way of paying me: read it. 

Grang. (Reading.) Wuns, Sir, dee ye no tack me for 
« Man of Honor ? ye need no ſend to my Ludging ſo often for 
year pimping Thouſand Pound : An ye ell be = civil a Bit, 
e order the Bearer. my Brocker, to mack up year Bal- 
ce: an if ye wull but gea yourſell the Trouble to put his 
Name intull year on Lift for a Thouſand Subſcription, 
be'ſe pay ye aw down ups” the Nail: But an ye wwo'ro doe 
this na Fub, the Deel dommee, an ye ter /e a Grote 
from me, as long as my Name is George Blunderbuſs. 


4A 5 | Frank, 


 Frithee read that. 
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Frank. What can you do with ſuch a Fellow, Sir? 

Sir Gi/bh. Do with him! why, I'll let him have it, 
and get my Money : I had better do that, than be obliged 
to fight for't, or give it the Lawyers. 

Fran. Nay, that's true too. 

Sir Gib. Here's another now, from one of my Wife's 
hopeful Relations, an extravagant Puppy, that has rat - 
tled a gilt Chariot to pieces before it was paid fo 
but he'll die in Jail. 

Fran. (Reading.) Dear Knight. 

I ſee he's familiar. 
Sir Gill. Nay, it's all of a piece. 


Fran. Not to mince the matter ; yeſterday, at Mary. 
bone, they had me all Bob as a Robin: In ort, being out 
of my Money, I was forced to come the Caſter, and tumbled 
for Five Hundred dead: Beſides which, I owe Crop th 
Lender a Brace, and if I have a ſingle Simon to pay him, 
rot me: But the queer Coll promiſes to advance m 
Fot ber three, and bring me home, provided you wwill let hin 
ſneak into your Lift for a cool Thouſand. Jon know it'sa 
Debt of Honour in me, and will coft you nothing. Neun 
in haſte, Robert Rattle. 


Fran. The Style is extraordinary. 
Gran. And his Motives irreſiſtible. 
Sir Gilb. Nay, I have them from all Nations, here: 
ene now from an /r;/5 Relation of my own. 
Fran. O! pray let's fee. 
Sir Gi. There. 
(Frankly reads, 
Loving Couſin, and my dear Life, 


There is only my Brother Patrick, and tat is two 


xs: And becauſe we would have a graate Respect fur dur 
Relations. we are come paſbt from Tipperary, with a b. 
ing Deſign to put both our Families upon one anoder. Ant 
though we have no Acquaintance with your brave Daugt 
ters, wwe ſaau them yeſterday at the Cathedral Church, and 
find they wil ſharave us wel enough. And to esu or 


ſincere A Fectians, we vil taake dem vidout never a * 


eres 
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of Money , only as a ſinaal Token of Shivility upon your 
Side, awe deſeer the Faavour of both of us each Ten Thou- 

d in dis ſaame new Subſcription : And becauſe in our 
hafte jome of our Chaths and Bills of Exchaange were for- 
got, pridee be ſo graateful as to ſend us two Score Pounds, to 
put us into ſome Worſhip for the mean time. So dis was 


all from, my dear Life, 
Your humble Sarvant. 
And loving Relation, 
Owen Mac-Ogle. 


Fran. A very modeſt Epiſtle, truly ! 

Sir Gi/b. O! here's my Lit— now Mr. Granger we'll 
ſee what we can do for you hold! here, are ſome 
People that have no Buſineſs here, I am fure—— 
ay, here! here's Dr Bullanbear One Thouſand 
why, ay— I was forced to put him down to 
_=_ of him: The Man has no Con'cience: Don't I 

ow he is in every Court-Liſt under a ſham Name? in- 
deed, Domine Doctor, you can't be here. 

(Scratches him out. 

Then here's another Favourite of my Wite's oo 
Signior Caſ oni da Capo Two Thouſand 
What! becauſe he can get as much for a Song does he 
think to have it for whiſtling too Huh! huh ! 
huh ! not Itrota! I am not for ſending our Money into 
Popiſn Countries. (Blots him out. 

Fran. Rightly conſider'd Sir 

Si Gib Le.'s lee, who's next Sir James Baker 
Kt. One Thou'and. 

Gran. Who's he, Sir? | | 

Sir Gib. Ol a very ingenious Perſon, he's well known 
at Court, he muſt ſtand ; beſides, I believe we ſhall em- 
py him in our Spani/þ Trade O! here we can 

are you one. I believe Sir aac Bickerflaff 
Knight, One Thouſand. 

Fran. What! the fam'd Cenſor of Great Britain? 


Sir 
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Sir Gilbert No, no; he was a very honeſt pleaſant 
Fellow, this is only a Relation———a mere Whimſical, 
that will draw Nobody's way but his own, and 1s always 
wiſer than his Betters. I don't underitand that fort of 
Wiſdom, that's for doing good to every body but himſelf; 
let thoſe liſt him that like him, he ſhall ride in no Troop 
of mine, Odſheart likins (Blots Bin. 
Gran. How he dams them with a Daſh, like a pro- 
ſcribing Triumvir ! 

Sir Gill. Let's ſee, I would fain have another fur you 
— ! here! William Penkethman One Thouſand, 
Hah ! a very pretty Fellow truly; what! give a Thou- 
fand Pound to a Player why it's enough to turn 
his Brain; we ſhall have him grow proud, and quit the 
Stage upon it: No, no, keep him poor, and let him mind 
his Buſineſs; if the Puppy leaves off playing the Fol, 
he's undone. No, no, I won't hurt the Stage, my Wife 
loves Plays; and whenever ſhe's there, I am ſure & 
three Hours Quiet at home. [ Bhts, &c.] Let's ſee; 
one, three, four, five, ay, juſt Frans Sum — here's 
Five Thouſand for you, Mr. Granger, with a wet Finger, 

Gran. Sir, I ſhall ever be in your Debt. 

Sir G:/b. Pooh! you owe me nothing. 

Fran. You have the Happineſs of this Life, Sir Gilbert, 
the power of obliging all about you. 

Sir Gi/b. O! Mr. Frankly! Money won't do every 
thing, I am uneaſy at home for all this. 

« Is that poſſible, Sir? while you have fo fine 2 
* 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay, you are her Favourite, and have 
Learning enough to underſtand her; but— ſhe is too 
wiſe, and too wilful for me. 

Fran. O! Sir, Learning's a fine Accompliſhment ins 
fine Lady. 

Sir Gi/b. Ay, it's no matter for that, ſhe's a great 
Plague to me: Not but my Lord Biſhop her Uncle was 

Man; the lived all along with him; I 


a mighty 

webs en l. word: twas he made her a Scholar ; | 

thought her a Miracle — Before I had her, I usꝰd to go 

and hear her tal Latin with him an Hour together, and 

there [——I— I play'd the Fool ———I was wrong, 
| I wrong 


— — 
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I ſhould not have married again - and yet 
fond of her Parts, I begg'd him to give my eldeſt 
Daughter the ſame fine Education, and and ſo he did—— 
— - an you the truth, I believe both their Heads are 
turn 

Gran. A good Husband, Sir, would ſet your Daugh- 
ter right, I warrant you. 

Sir Gi/b. He muſt come out of the Clouds then, for 
he thinks no mortal Man can deſerve her : what think 
you, Mr. —_ you had ſoon enough of her? 

Frank. I think ſtill, ſhe may deſerve any mortal Man, 
Sir. 

Gran. I can't boaſt of my Merit, Sir Gilbert; but I 
wiſh you would give me leave to take my Chance with 
her 


Sir Gi/b. Will you dine with me? 

Gran. Sir, you ſhall not ask me twice. 

Sir Gi/b. And you, Mr. Frankly ? 

Fran. Thank you, Sir, I have had the Honour of my 
Lady's Invitation before I came out. 

Sir Gi/b. O! then, pray don't fail; for when you are 
there, ſhe's always in Humour. 

Gran. I hope Sir, we ſhall have the Happineſs of the 
young Lady's Company too. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; after Dinner I'll talk with you. 

Fran. Net forgetting your Favourite, Charlotte, Sir ! 

Sir Gi/b. Look you, Mr. Frankly. I underſtand you; 
you have a mind to my Daughter Charlotte, and I have 
often told you, I have no Exceptions to you; and there- 
fore you may well wonder why I yet ſcruple my Conſent. 

Fran. You have a Right torefuſe it, no doubt, Sir; 
but, I hope, you can't blame me for asking it. 

Sir Gib. In troth, I don't; and I wiſh you haditwith 
all my heart: But ſo it is——there's no Comfort ſure in 
this Life : for though by this glorious State of our Stocks, 
I haverais'd my | ſingle Plumb to a Pomgranet; yet, 
if they had not riſen quite ſo high, you and I, Mr. Frank- 
þ, might poſſibly have been both happier Men than we 
are 


Fraz. How ſo, Sir? 


[was K 


Sir 
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Sir G:/b. Why at the Price it now is, I am under 
Contract to give one ofthe greateſt Coxcombs upon Earth 
the — of marrying which of my Daughters he 
pleaſes. 

Gran. Hey-day ! What is Marriage a Bubble ton? 

| ( Aſide. 

Sir Gib. Nay, and am bound in Honour even to 

peak a good word for him: You know young Wi. 


Fran. I could have gueſs'd your Coxcomb, Sir; but, 
J hope, he has not yet named the Lady. 

Sir Gib. Not directly, but I gueſs his Inclina- 
tions; and expect, ev. ry hour, to have him make his 
Call upon my Conſent according to Form. 

Fran. Is this poſſible? 

Gran. Sir, if he ſhould happen to name Sap hronia, 
he you give me leave to drub him out of his Con- 
tract ? 

Sir Gib. By no means. Credit's a nice point; and Peo- 
ple won't ſuppoſe that would be dn without my Conni- 
vance: befide, I believe Sophronia's in no danger. Bat 
becauſe one can be {ure of nothing, Gentlemen, | demand 
bath your Words of Honour, that for my ſake you will 
neither of you ule any Acts of Hoſtility. 

Fran. Sir, in this Caſe you have a right to command 
us. 

Sir ©7/þ. Your Hands upon't. 

Both And our Words of Honour. | 

Sir Gi | am ſatisfied If we can find a way to 
out-wit him — ſo- if not Odfo! here he comes: 
I beg your pardon, Gentlemen; but I won't be in his 
way till I cannot help it. Hum! hum! | 

(Exit Sir Gilb. 


Gran. Avery odd Circumſtance. 


Fran. lam afraid there is ſomething in it; and begin 


to think now, my Friend Mitling (in his Raillery yeſter- 
day with Charlotte) knew what he ſaid himſelf, tho he 
did not care whether any body elſe did. | 


Gran. Sure! it cannot be real; I always took Witling 


for a Beggar. 


Fran. 
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Fran. So he was, or very near it, ſome Months ago ; 
but ſince Fortune has been playing her Tricks here, ſhe 
has rewarded his Merit, it ſeems, with about an Hun- 
dred Thouſand Pound out of Change- Alley. 

Gran. Nay, then he may be dangerous indeed. 

Fran. I long to know the ottom of it, 

Gran. That you can't fail of, for you know he's vain 
and familiar; and here he comes. 


Enter Witling. 


Wit. Hah! my little Granger ! How doſt thou do, 
Child? Where the Devil haſt thou been this Age? What's 
rhe reaſon you never come among us ? Frankly ! give me 
thy little Finger, my Dear. | 

Gran. Thou art a very impudent Fellow, W:tling. 

Wit. Ay. it's no matter for that ; thou art a pleaſant 
one, I am ſure: for thou always mak ſt us laugh? 

Fran. Us! who the Devil doſt thou mean by us, now ? 

Wit. Why your pretty Fellows, my Dear, your Bon: 


 Fivants, your Men of Wit and Taſte, Child. 


. Gran. I know very few of thoſe; but I come from a 
Country, Sir, where half the Nation are juſt ſuch pretty 
Fellows as thou art. 

Wit. Hah! that muſt be a pleaſant Place indeed ! 
— come from Paradiſe, Child? Ha! ha! 
a Fran. Don't you know he's juſt come from France, 

ir? 

Wit. You jeſt! 

Gran. Why ay —— Now you ſee, Vitling, your 
Vanity has brought you into a Fool's Paradiſe. 

Wit. O!] you pleaſant Cur! what Paris, quaſi par 
Diis, or Paradiſe. Ha! I wiſh I had been with you; 
I am fure you would have thought it Paradiſe then. 

Gran. Nay, now he's fairly in. 

Wit. Tis impoſſible to be out on't, Sir, in your Com- 
pany ; wherever you are, it's always Paradiſe to me, de- 
pend upon't. Ha! ha! 

Fran. Faith, Granger, there I think he came up with 
you, 


* 


Gran. 
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Gran. Nay, ſince the Rogue has Money, we muſt of 
courſe allow him Wit; but I think he's one of your 
— yoagy ones: he does not only find the Jeſt, but the 

ugh too. 


it, Ay! and to hear thee talk, Child, how is it poſſ> 
ble to want either? Ha! ha 

Fran. Good again! Well ſaid Vitling! Why thouart 
as ſharpto day 

Wit. As a Glover's Needle, my Dear, I always dart it 
into your Leather heads with three Edges: Ha! ha! 
Ceran. Prithee, Vitling, does = thy Aſſurance ſome. 

times meet with a Repartee, that only lights upon the Out- 
fide of thy Head? K 8 

Wit. O! your Servant, Sir: What ! now your Fire 
gone, you would knock me down with the But-end, 
would you? Hal! it's very well, Sir; I ha done, Sir, I 
ha” done: I ſee it's a Folly to draw Bills upon a Man 
that has no Aﬀets. 

Gran. And to do it u a Man, that has no Cah 
of thine in his hands, is the Impudence of a Bankrupt 
Vit. Pſhah! a meer Flaſh in the Pan—— Well! well 
it's all oyer—— Come, come a Truce, a Truce! I ha 
done; I 1 2 
Gran. Why, thou vain Rogue! thy Good nature haz 
more Impudence than thy Wit: Doſt thou ſuppoſe I can 
ever take any thing ill of thee? 

Wit. Pſhah! fy! What doſt thou talk, Man? Why I 
know thou canit not live without me: Doſt think I don't 
know how to make Allowances? Tho', if I have tco 
much Wit, and thou haſt too little, how the Devil can 
either of us help it, you know? Ha ! ha! 

Fran. Ha! ha! honeſt Witling is not to be put out of 
humour, I fee. | 

Gran. No, faith, nor out of countenance 

Wit. Not I, Faith, my Friend; and a Man of Tun 
may ſay any thing to me Not but I ſee by his 
Humour, ſomething has gone wrong I hold fir 
to four now, thou haſt been crabb'd at Paris in the 
222 

Gran. Not I, Ta'!, Sir; I would no more put my 
Money into the St ks th:r:, than my Le: .no = 

Stock, 
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Stocks here: There's no getting home again, when yon 
have a mind to it. 
Wit. Hah! very good! but prithee tell us: What! is 
the Quinguinpois as pleaſant as our Change Alley here? 
Gran. Much the fame Comedy, Sir; where poor 
wiſe Men are only Spectators, and laugh to ſee Fools make 


their Fortune. 


Wit. Ay, but there we differ, Sir; for there are Men 
of Wit too, that have made their Fortunes among us, to 
my knowledge. 

Gran. Very likely, Sir; when Fools are fluſh of 'Mo- 
ney, Men of Wit won't be long without it: I hear you 
have been fortunate, Sir. 

Wit. Humh ! I-gad, I don'tknow whether he calls me 
a Wit or a Fool. 


_ Ofy ! every body knows you have a great deal 


Money. 

Rn; And I don't know any Man pretends to more 

It. 

. — Nay, that's true too: but I gad 1 believe he 
me. 

Gran. But, prithee, Witling, how came a Man of 
thy Parts ever to think of raiſing thy Fortune in Change- 
Alley? How didſt thou make all this Money thou art 
maſter of? 

Wit. Why, as other Men of Wit and Parts often do ; 
by having little or nothing to loſe: I rais'd my Fortune 
Sir, as Milo lifted the Bull, by flicking to it every day, 
when twas but a Calf. I ſousd them with Premiums, 
Child, and laid them on thick when the Stock was low ; 
and did it all from a Braſs nail, Boy. In ſhort, by being 
dirty once a day for a few Months, taking a Lodging at 
my Broker's, and riſing at the ſame Hour I aſed to go 
tobed at this end of the Town! I have at laſt made up my 
Accounts : and now wake every Morning Maſter of Five 
and Twenty Hundred a Year, Terra Firma, and Pelf in 
my Pocket, Boy : I have Fun in my Fob beſide, Child. 

Gran. And all this out of Change-Alley ? 

Wit. Every Shilling, Sir; out of Stocks, Putts, 
bulls, Rams, Bears, and Bubble:, Gran. 
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' Gran. Theſe Frolicks of Fortune do ſome Juſtice 
leaſt ; they ſufficiently mortify the Proud and Envious 
that have not been the better for them. 


Fran. OI I know ſome are ready to burſt even at the | 


Good Fortune of their own Relat ions. 

Wit. Lgad, and fo do I : there's that ſurly Put 
my Uncle the Counſellor, won't pull off his Hat to me 
now A poor ſlaving Cur, that is not worth above 
— a Year, and minds nothing but his Bui 
neſs 


Fran. And fo is out of humour with you, becauſ 
you have done That in a Twelvemonth, that he has been 
drudging for theſe twenty Years? 

Wit. But I intend to ſend him Word, {it he does na 
mend his Manners, now I ſhall diſinherit him. 

Gran. What are we to think of this, Frank? B 
Fortune really in her Wits, or is the World out ef 
them ? 

Frank. Much as it uſed to be; ſhe has only found : 
new Channel for her Tides of Favour. 

Wit. Prithee why doſt not come into the Alley, and 
ſee us ſcramble for them ? If you have a mind 3 
ſophize there, there's Work for your Speculations ! I-gad! 
I never go there, but it puts me in mind of the Poets 
cal Regions of Death, where all Mankind are upon 1 
level; there you'll ſee a Duke dangling after a Director; 
here a Peer and a Prentice haggling for an Eighth; 
there a Jew and a Parſon making up — here 
a young Woman of Quality buying Bears of a Quaker: 
and there an old one ſelling Refuſals to a Lieutenant d 
Grenadiers. | 

2 What a Medley of Mortals has he jumbled u 

ther ? 2 
82 O! there's no ſuch Fun in the Univerſe! I. 
gad ! there's no getting away: Perifh me? if I have ha 
— * ſee my Miſtreſs but of a Sunday, theſe three 

onths. 

Gran. Thy Miſtreſs! What doſt thou mean? Tho. 
ſpeak ſt as if thou had'ſt but one . 

Wit. Why no more I have not, that I care a Farthung 
for: I may, perhaps, have a Stable of Scrubs, to wm 
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my Footmen when I rattle into Town, or fo; but this 1s 
a choice Pad, Child, that I deſign for my own Riding. 

Fran. Prithee, who 1s ſhe ? 

Wit. 1'il ſhew you, my Dear —— I think I have her 
here in my Pocket. 

Gran. What doſt thou mean? 

Vit. Look you, I know you are my Friends; and there- 
fore, ſince I am ſure it's in nobody's power to kurt me, 
ru venture to truſt you—— There ! that's Whoo, Child. 


[Shews a Paper. 
Fran. What's here ? 
[Read;. 
To Sir Gilbert Wrangk : 


18 Sir, according to your Contract of the 11th of Februar y 
* þ |} loft, I now make 8 Zlection of your younger Daughter, 
it of | Mrs. Charlotte Wrangle; and do hereby demand your 
Conſent, to be forthwith join d to the ſaid Charlotte in 
nds | the ſober State of Matrimony. Witneſs my Hand, &c. 
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— Fran. What a merry World do we live in? 
#8! | Graz. This indeed is extraordinary. 
—7 Wit. I think ſo: I'll aſſure you, Gentlemen, I take 


— this to be the Coup de Maitre of the whole Alley: This 
wh is a Call now, that none of your thick-skull'd Calculators 
2 could ever have thought on. 

Gran. Well, Sir; and does this Contract ſecure the 
Lady's Fortune to you too ? 

Wit. O! Pox ; I knew that was all Rug before: He 
46 had ſettled Three Theuſand a piece upon them in the 
et- Sea, when it was only about Par, provided tliey 
feth married with his Conſent, which by this Contract you 
"etal know I have a Right to — $0 there's another Thirty 
"od Thouſand dead, my Dear. 

Fran. But pray, Sir, has not the Lady herſelf a Right 
of Refuſal, as well as you, all this while 

Wit. A Right ! ay, who doubts it ? Every Woman 

a Right to be a Fool, if ſhe has a mind to it, that's 
*tain ; But Charlotte „ to be a Girl of Taſte, my 


Dear; 
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Dear; ſhe is none of thoſe Fools, that will ſtand in her 
own light, I can tell you. 
Fran. Well, but do you expect ſhe ſhould blindly cop 
ſent to your Bargain ? | 
Wit. Blindly ! No, Child : But doſt thou imagine any 
Citizen's Daughter can refuſe a Man of my Figure and 
Fortune, with her Eyes open ? 
Gran. Impudent Rogue 4, 
Fran. Nay, I grant — Security's good, Sir 1 
mean, you have ſtill leſt her Conſent at large in the Writ- 
ing? 
ir. Her Conſent ! didft thou think I minded that 
Man! I know, if the Stock did but whip up, I ſhould 


make no more of her than a poach'd Egg — But to la 


you into the Secret, my Dear, I am ſecure of that alre- 
dy; for the Slut's in love with me, and does not know 
it : Ha, ha, ha! 

Fran. How came you to know it then? 


Wit. By her ridiculous pretending to hate me, Child: 


for we never meet, but tis a mortal War; and never par, 
till one of us is rallied to death; Ha, ha 

Fran. Nay, then it muſt be a Match; for I ſee yu 
are reſolv'd to take no Anſwer. 

Nit. Not I, Faith! I know her Play too well for that! 
In ſhort, I am this very Evening to attack her in form; 
and to ſhew you I ama Man of Skill, I intend to make 
my firſt Breach from a Battery of Lalian Muſick, it 
which I deſign to ſing my own J Pzan, and enter the 
Town in Triumph. 

Fran. You are not going to her now ? 


Wit. No, no, I muſt firit go and give the Governor ny | 


Summons here: I muſt find out Sir Gilbert ; he's here 
abouts: I long to make him growl a little; for I knov 
he'll fire when he reads it, as if it were a Scire Facias & 
gainſt the Company's Charter. Ha, ha! [Exit Wit. 

Fran. When all's ſaid, this Fellow ſeems to feel ts 
Fortune more than moſt of the Fools that have been 
lately taken into her Favour. 

Gran. Pox on him! I had rather have his Conftitutio 
than his Money: Prithee let's follow, and fee how the di 
Gencleman receives him. | 


Fras 
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Fran. No excuſe me; I can't reſt till I ſee 

Charlotte — You know my Affairs now require 
Attendance. 


Gran. That's true; I beg you take no notice to $9- 
thronia of my being in Town : I have my Reaſons for 
it 


Fran. Very well; we ſhall meet at Dinner— Adieu. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
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ne SCENE, Sir Gilbert's Houſe. 
Sophronia and Charlotte. 


CHARLOTTE. 


A ha! ha! 

| W Soph, Dear Siſter, don't be ſo boiſterous 
in your Mirth : You really overpower me! 
So much Vociferation is inſupportable. 
NIE. Char. Well, well! I beg your Pardon — 
EW); But you know Laughing is the wholeſom- 
— thing in the World ; and when one has a hearty Oc- 

an 

Soph. To be vulgar — you are reſolv'd to appear fo. 

Char. O ! I cannot help it, I love you dearly ; and pray, 
where's the Harm of it ? 

Soph. Look you, Siſter, I grant you, that Riſibility is 
only given to the Animal Rationale ; but you really in- 
— it, as if you could give no other Preof of your 

les, 

Chay. And if I were to come into your Sentiments- 
dear Siſter, I am afraid the World would think I were of 
no Species at all. 

Soph. The World, Siſter, is a Generation of Ignorants : 

| B 2 And 
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And for my part, I am reſolv'd to do what in me lies u 
put an end to Poſterity. 

Char. Why, you don't deſpair of a Man, I hope. 

Soph. No; but I will have all Mankind deſpair of me. 

Char. You'll poſitively die a Maid? 

Soph. You, perhaps, may think that dying a Martyr; 
but I ſhall not die a Brute, depend upan't. 

R 4% Nay, I don't think you'll die either, if you can 
cip It. 

Soph What do you mean, Madam. 

Char. Only, Madam, that you are a Woman, and 
may happen to change your Mind; that's all. 

Soph. A Woman! that's ſo like your ordinary way 
of thinking; as if Souls had any Sexes No 
when I die, Madam, I ſhall endeavour to leave ſuch 
Sentiments behind me, that ( nos omnis moriar 
the — will be convinc'd my purer part had no Sex 
at all. 


Char. Why truly, it will be hard to imagine, that | 


any one of our Sex could make ſuch a Reſolution ; though 
] hope we are not bound to keep all we make neither. 

Soph. You'l find, Madam, that an elevated Soul may 
be always Maſter of its periſhable Part. 

Char. But dear Madam, do you ſuppoſe our Souls 
are cramm'd into our Bodies merely to ſpoil ſport, that 
a virtuous Woman is only ſent hither of a Fool's Errand? 
What's the uſe of our coming into the World, if we ar 
to go out of it, and leave ods behind us ? 

Soph. If our Species can be only ſupported by thoſe 
groſs Mixtures, of which Cookmaids and Footmen are 
capable, People of Rank and Erudi.ion ought certain 
to deteſt them. O! what pity tis the Divine Secret ſhould 


be loſt ! I have ſomewhere read of an ancient Naturalif, I 


whoſe laborious Studies had diſcover'd a more innoceit 
way of Propagation; but, it ſeems, his Tablets unforts 
nately falling into his Wite's hands, the groſs Creature 
threw them into the Fire. 

Char. Indeed my dear Sitter, if you talk thus in Con- 
pany, People will take you for a Mad- woman. 

Soph. I ſhall be even with them, and think thoſe mad 
that differ from my Opinion. * 

"ba. 
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Char. But I rather hope the World will be ſo chari- 
table, as to think this is not your real Opinion. 

Soph. I ſhall wonder at nothing that's ſaid or thought 
by People of your ſullied Imagination. 

Char. Sullied! I would have you to know, Madam, I 
think of nothing but what's decent and natural. 

Sepb. Don't be too poſitive. Nature has its Indecencies. 

Char. That may be; but I don't think of them. 

Soph. No! Did not you own to me juſt now, you were 
determin'd to marry ? | 

Char. Well! and where's the Crime, pray? 

Soph. What! you want to have me explain? But I 
ſhall not deſile my Imagination with ſuch groſs Ideas. 

Char. But, dear Madam, if Marriage were ſuch an 
zbominable Bufineſs, how comes it that all the World 
allows it to be honourable ? And I hope you won't ex- 
pet me to be wiſer than any of my Anceſtors, by think- 


ing the contrary ? 
Soph. No; but if you will read Hiſtory, Siſter, you 


vill find that the Subjects of the greateſt Empire upon 


Earth were only propagated from violated Chaltity : The 
Sabine Ladies were Wives, 'tis true, but glorious raviſh'd 
Wives. Vanquiſh'd they were indeed, but they ſurren- 
der'd not: They ſcream'd, and cry'd, and tore, and as 
far as their weak Limbs would give them leave, reſiſted 
and abhorr'd the odious Joy ——— 

Char. And yet, for all that Niceneſs, they brought a 
clopping Race ef Rakes, that bullied the whole World 


them | 
greater ſtill their Glory, that though they 


Soph. The 
vere naturally prolifick, their Reſiſtance proved they 


| ere not Slaves to Ap 


Char, Ah! Siſter, if the Romans had not been fo 
ap ſet, the glorious Reſiſtance of theſe fine Ladies 
might have been all turn'd into Coquettry. 
opþ. There's the Secret, Siſter : Had our modern 
Dames but the true Sabine Spirit of Diſdain, Mankind 
might be again reduced to thoſe old Roman Extremities ; 
and our ſhameleſs Brides would not then be led, but 
dragg d to the Altar; their Spon/alia not call'd a Marri- 
age, but a Sacrifice: And the conquer'd Beauty, not the 
Virgin, but the Victim. | 
B 3 Char. 
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Char. O ridiculous ! and ſo you would have no Woman 
marry d, that were not firſt raviſh'd, according to Law? 

Soph. I would have Mankind owe their Conqueſt of us 
rather to the Weakneſs of our Limbs, than of our Souls 
And if defenceleſs Women muſt be Mothers, the Bruta- 
lity at leaſt ſhould lye all at their door. 

Char. Have a care of this Over niceneſs, dear Siſter, 
leſt ſome agreeable young Fellow ſhould ſeduce you to 
the Confuſion of parting with it. Yon'd make a mof 
rueful Figure in Love ! 

Soph. Siſter, you make me ſhudder at your Freedom! [ 
in love! I admit a Man! What! become the voluntary, 
the lawful Object of a corporeal Senſuality ! Like you! 
8 _ myſelf a Tyrant l a Deſpoiler! a Husband 

ga: 


Char. I am afraid, by this Diſorder of your Thoughts, | 


dear Siſter, you have got one in your Head, that you 
don't know how to get rid of. 


Soph. I have, indeed ; but it's only the Male Creature 


that you have a mind to. 


Char. Why that's poſſible too; for I have often oblerv'd | 


you uneaſy at Mr. Frankly's being particular to me. 

Soph. If I am, tis upon your account, becauſe I know 
he impoſes upon you. 

Char. Vcu know it? 

* I know his Heart, and that another is Miſtreh 
it, 

Char. Another? 

Soph. Another, but one that to my Knowledge will ne 
ver hear of him; ſo don't be uneaſy, dear Silter, all ia n 
power you may be aſſur'd of. 

Char. Surprizingly kind indeed ! "REN 

Soph. And you , + Sor toe 1 have a great deal in my 
Inclination | 

Char. For me or him, dear Siſter ? 

Soph. Nay, now you won't ſuffer me to oblige you. | 
tell you I hate the Animal, and for half a good Ward 
would give him away. 

Char. What! before you 


have him ? 


Soph This affected Ignorance is fo vain, dear Silt, 
Char. 


that I now think it high time to explain to you. 
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Char. Then we ſhall underſtand one another. | 

Soph. You don't know, perhaps, that Mr, Frank; is 
pinoy in love with me ? 

Char. I know, upon his treating with my Father, his 

once made you ſome Offers. 
Soph. Why then you may know too, that upon my 
ſighting theſe Offers, he fell immediately into a violeut 


Char. I did not hear of its Violence. 

Soph. So violent, that he has never ſince dar d to open 
bis Lips to me about it; but to revenge ihe ſecret Pains 
I gave him, has made his publick Addreſſes to you. 

Char. Indced, Siſter you furpriſe me: and tis hard 
to fay, that Men impoſe more upon us, than we upon 
ourſelves. 

Soph. Therefore by what I have told you, you may 


dow be convinc'd he is falſe to you, 


Char. But is there a necefiity, my dear Scbhronig. that 


I muſt rather believe you than him? Ha! ta! ha! 


Seph. How, Madam! Have you the Confidence to que- 


won my Veracity, by ſuppoſing me capable of an Lu- 


deavour to deceive you? 

Char. No hard Words, dear Siſter; I only ſuppoſe you 
1 capable of deceiving yourſelf, as I am. 

Soph. Oh! mighty probable indeed! You are a Perſon 
of infinite Penetration! Your Studies have open'd to you 
the utmoſt Receſſes of human Nature; but let me tell 
you. Siſter, that Vanity is the only Fruit of Toilet Lucu- 
bra: ions. I deceive my ſelf: Ha! ha! ha! 

Char. One of us certainly does! Ha! ha 

_ There I agree with you. Ha! Ha! 

Char. Till I am better convinc'd then on which ſide 
the Vanity lies, give me leave to laugh in my turn, dear 


 viſter 


Soph. O! by all means, ſweet Madam! Ha! ha! 
Both. Ha! ha! ha! 


Char. O!] here's Mamma, ſhe perhaps may decide the 
Qeſtion. Ha! ha „ 
Enter Lad) Wrangle. 
L. Vrang. So Mrs. Charlotte“ what wonderful No- 
king. pray, may be the Subject of this mi ghty Merriment ? 
| B. 4 Soph, 
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Soph. Nothing indeed, Madam, or what's next to ng 
thing; a Man, it ſeems. Ha! ha! 

L. Vr. Charlotte, wilt thou never have any thing ele 
in thy Head ? 

Char. I was in hopes, nothing, that was in my Siſter 
Head, would be a Crime in mine. Madam, 

L. Vr. Your Siſter's! What? Hcw? Who is it you are 
laughing at? 

Char. Only one another, Madam ; but perhaps your 
Ladyſkip may laugh at us both: for, it ſeems, my Siſter 
and I both inſiſt, that Mr. Franſth is poſitively in love bu 
wich one of us. 

L. V.. Who, Child? 

Soph. Mr. Prankly, Madam. 

L. Vr. Mr. Frankly in love with one of you! 

Soph. Ay, Madam; but it ſeems we both take him u 
gurſelves. 

L. Vr. Then Charlotte was in the right in one Point. 

Soph. In what, dear Madam ? 

L. Ir. Why, that for the ſame reaſon you have been 
{.nzhirg at one another, I muſt humbly beg leave u 
laugh at you both — Ha! ha! 

(Far. So! this is rare Sport. LAH. 

L. Vr. But pray, Ladies, how long has the Chimen 
of this Gent!eman's Paſſion for you been in either d 
your Heads ? 

Sep“ Nay, Madam, not that I value the Conqueſt, but 
your Ladyſhip knows he once treated with my Father 
upcn my Account. 

L. Vr. I know he made that his Pretence to get i& 
quainted in the Family. 

Soph. Perhaps, Madam, 1 have more coercive Reaſons 
but am not concern'd enough at preſent to inſiſt upon tier 
Validity. | 

L. Vr. Sophrenia, you have Prudence. [Soph. walk 
and reads ] But what have you to urge, ſweet Lady? Ho 
came this Gentleman into your Head, pray ? 

Char. Really, Madam, I can't well ſay how be 
in, but there he is, that's certain: What will be able u 
get him ont again, Heaven knows. 


L. Vr. Oh! I'll inform yeu then; think no * a 
M 


| 
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bim than he thinks of you, and [I'll anſwer for your 
Cure. Ha ! ha! ha! 

Char. I ſhail follow your Preſcription, Madam, when 
am once ſure how little he thinks on me. 

L. Vr. Then judge of that, when I aſſure you, that 
his Heart is utterly and ſolely given up to me. 

derb Well! I did not think my y had been ca- 
pable of ſo much Weaknels. [ A/ae. 

Char. How! to you, Madam? How is that poſſible, 
unleſs he makes you diſhonourable Offers? 

L. Vr. There's no occaſion to ſuppoſe that neither; 
there are Paſſions you have no Notion of : He knows my 
Virtue is impregnable ; but that — — preſerves him mine, 

Char. Nay, this does puzzle me indeed, Madam. 

Soph. If you had ever read Plato, Silter, you might 
have known, that Paſſions of the greateſt Dignity have 
not their Source from Veins and Arteries. 

L. Vr. Sophronia, give me leave to judge of that; per 
haps I dont inſiſt that he is utterly P/atonick neither: Ihe 
Manſion of the Soul may have itz Artraftions, too; he 
is as yet but Udum & Molle Lutum —— and may take 
what Form I pleaſe to give him. 

Char. Well, Madam, ſince I ſee he is ſo utterly at your 
Ladyſhip's Diſpoſal, and that tis impoiſible your Virtue 
can make any uſe of him in my vulgar way; ſhall I 
your good Word to my Father, only to make me Mittrels 
of his mortal Part? 

L. Vr. Heavens! what will this World come to? This 
Creature has ſcarce been two Years from School, and yet 
s impatient for a Husband ? No, Madam, you are too 
young as yet; but — Cruda Marito. Your Education is 
not yet finih'd ;. firſt cultivate your Mind, correct and 
mortify theſe Sallies of your Blood; learn of your Siſter 
here, to live a bright Example of your Sex; refine your 

» give your happier Hours up to Science, Arts, and 
Letters; enjoy the Raptures of Philoſophy, ſubdue your 
Paſſions, and renounce the ſenſual Commerce of Man- 


Char, O! dear Madam, I ſhould make a piteous Phi- 
loſopher ; indeed your Ladyſhip had much better put me 
out to the Buſineſs, I am fit for: Here's my Sitter has 

B 5 Learn- 
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Learning enough o Conſcience for any one Family; and, 
of the two, I had much rather follow your Ladyſhip's Ex- 
_— and uſe my humble Endeavours to encreaſe it. 

Vr. My Example! Do you ſuppoſe then, if I had 
been capable of groſs Deſires, I would have choſen your 
Father for the Gratificator of them ? 

Char. Why not, Madam; my Papa's a hale Man. and 
though he has twice your Ladyſhip's Age, he walks az 
ſtrait, and leads up a Country-Dance as brisk, as a Beau 
at a Ball. 

L. V. Come, none of your ſenſual Inferences from 
thence; I was govern'd by my Parents: I had other 
Views in marrying Mr. Vrang le. 

Char. Yes, a ſwinging Jointure. [Alu. 

L. V. When you have gone through my Studies, Ma- 
dam, Philoſophy will tell you, tis poſhble a well na. 
tur'd Mind, tho fated to a Husband, may be at once a 
Wife and Virgin. 

Cher. Prodigious! 22 

L. Vr. What is't you ſmile at, Madam ? 

Char. Nothing, Madam, only I don't underſtaud theſe 
Philoſophical Myſteries; but if your Ladyſhip will in. 
dulge me, in marrying Mr. Frankhy, as for dying a Maid 
aſterwards, I'll take my Chance for it. 

L. Vr. What a giddy Confidence! But thou art ſtrange 
ly vain, Charlotte, to be ſo importunate for a Man, that, 
as I have told thee, has the Misfortune to be paſhonate!y 
in love with me. 

Char. Indeed, indeed, Madam, if your Lady ſhip would 
but give him leave to open his Mind freely, he would 
certainly tell you another Story. ; 

L. Vr. I will ſend for him this minute, and convinct 
you of your Error. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, Mr. Frankly. : 
L. V. He never came more opportunely : Deſire hun 


to walk in. 
Enter Mr. Frankly. 


L. Vr. O! Mr. Frankly, the welcomeſt Man alive. 
Fran. Then I am the happieſt, I am ſure, Madam. 
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72 


1 


55 


Maid 
inge 
that, 
ately 
vould 
vould 
vince 


e him 


not unlikely 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 35 
L. Vr. O fy! 's there any one of this Company could 
make you ſo? | 
Fran. There's one in the Company, Madam, has a 
great deal more in her Power, than I'm afraid ſhe'll 
with to me. 
Soph. Are you this hard-hearted Lady, Siſter ? Does 
this Deſcription reach you, pray ? [ Hfede. 
Char. The Power does not deſcribe you I'll anſwer | 
for it. [ Hide. 
L. Vr. Nay, now you particular — You have 
ſomething to ſay to one of theſe Ladies, I'm ſure. 
[To Frankly. 
Fran. I have ſomething, Madam, to ſay to both of 
them. 
Seh. Shall we let him ſpeak, Siſter ? 
Char. Freely. 
L. Wr. Which of theſe two now, if you were free to 


chuſe, could you really give up your Heart to? 


Fran. O! Madam, as to that I dare only fay, as 
dir John Suckling did upon the ſame Occaſion. 
Soph. Pray, what was that ? 


Fran, He ſure is happieſt that has Hopes of either ; 
Next him, is He, that ſecs you both together. 


L. Vr. Perfectly fine: Nor is there more Wit in the 
Verſes themſelves, than in your polite Application of 
them — Mr. Frankly, I muſt beg your pardon 
I know it's rude to whiſper, but you have Good-nature ; 
and to oblige a Woman 

Fran. 1s the Buſineſs of my Life, Madam —— What 
the Devil can all this mean? I have been oddly cate- 
chiz d here Sure they have not all agreed to bring 
me to a Declaration for one of them it looks a 
little like it But then, how comes (Jarlatte into 
ſo vain a Project? nay, ſo hazardous? She can't but 
know, my holding the other two in play has been the 
only means of my getting Admittance to her per- 
haps they may have piqued her into this Experiment — 
but I muſt be cautious, { Aſide. 

L. Vr. Nay, Ladies, you can't but ſay I laid you 
fairly in his way: [¶ Hart ts Soph. and Char.] And yet 

| vou 
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you ſee from how palpable a Regard to me, he has in. 


2 avoided a Declaration for either of you, 4 


Soph. Your Ladyſhip won't be offended, if, for a ms. 
ment, we ſhould ſuſpend your Concluſion. | 

L. Vr. Not in the leaſt; if Suſpence can make ya 
happy, live always in it. 

Char. But pray, Madam, let him go on a little. 

L. Vr. Oh! you ſhall have enough of him. Well, you 
area horrid Tyrant, Mr. Frankly : Don't you plainly ee, 
here are two Ladies in this Company, that havea mind 
you ſhould declare in favour of one of them ? 

Fran. Yes, Madam, but I plainly ſee, there are thre 
Ladies in the Company. | 

L Vr. What then? 

Fran. Wuy then, Madam, I am more afraid of c- 
ſending that third Perſon, than either of the other two. 

L. Vr [ee Soph. and Char.] Obſerve his Diffidence, 
his Awe, he knows I love Reſpect. 

Soph. With Submiſſion, Madam, I never was familia 
with him. | 

L. Vr. Come, now do you both ask the Queſtion, 2 
J have done, each excluſive of herſelf. 

Char. Your Ladyſhip's in the right — Ali. 
Sir, without any Apology then, I am oblig d to ask youu, 
whether it be my Lady or my Sitter, you really are in 
love with? 

Fran. So now it's plain, [Aide] When either of then 
ask me, you'll be out of the Queſtion, I can aſſure you, 
Madam. 

L. V. Ha! ha! 1 

Soph. Who's in the Queſtion now, Siſter? 

Char. If I had put myſelf in, you would not hat 
been there, I'll aniwer for him. 

Soph. Then I'll do you that Favour, Madam. 
Fran. Sa! Now the Vother but I am 
for her too. 

Soph. You ſee, Sir, the Humour we are in: Tho 
don't ſuppoſe, if I ask you the ſame Queſtion, tis from 
the ſame Motive; but fince theſe Ladies have oblig'd 
me toit— Which of them isit you ſincerely area Slave 

a | Fran, 
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Fran. Since I find your Motive is only Complaiſance 
to them, Madam, I hope you will not think it needs 
an Anſwer. 

Soph. I am ſatisfy d — ; 
Your Ladyſhip was pleas'd to mention Reſpett —— I 
think there's Reſpect and Demonſtration too, Mac am. 

[ Aſide te L. Wr. 

L. Vr. I grant it but both to me, Child 
But I will ſpeak once more for all of as—— S. r, that 
you may not be reduc'd to farther Ambiguitie· 
ſuppoſe we are all agreed, you ſhould have leave to de- 
clare which of us then your Heart is utterly in the 
Dis of? 

ran. Then I muſt ſuppoſe, Madam, that one of 
you have a mind I ſhould make the other two my 
Enemies. 

L. V. All your Friends, depend upon us. 

Fran. So were all the three Goddeſſes to Paris, Ma- 
dam, till he preſum'd to be particular, and raſhly gave 
the Apple to Venus: You know, Madam, Juno was his 
immortal Enemy ever after. 


— Manet alta mente repo/lum 
Fudicium Paridis, ſpretægue Injuria Forme: 


L. Vr. Sir, you are excus'd; the Modeſty and Ele- 
gance of your Reply has charm'd me. 

Soph. Now, Siiter, was this Delicacy of his Taſte and 
Learning ſhewn to recommend himſelf to me, or you, 
think you ? f ö 

Cbar. O! I don't diſpute its recommending him to 


epend upon't. 

Char. Though I can hardly think that of him, yet 
J can't ſay indeed he has taken much Pains to re- 
commend himſelf to me all this while: I ſee no rea- 
ſon, becauſe they are to be reſpected forſooth, that I 
may not be pleas'd in my turn too. [To Herſe . 
Re And now, Ladies, give me leave to ask you a 

ſtion | 
L. Hr. You may command us, Sir. 


Fran, 
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Fran. Then whoſe cruel Propoſal was it to urge me 
to a Declaration of my Heart, when you all knew there 
was not one of you, from the Diſpoſition of whoſe Mind 
or Circumſtances, I could hope the leaſt Favour cr 
Mercy. 

L. Vr. Explain yourſelf. 

Fran. Why firſt, Madam, as to your Ladyſhip, you 
are honourably diſpos'd of from you my utmoſt 
Vanity could no more form a Hope, than could 
Virtue give it And here [To Soph. ] if poſſible, my 
Fate were harder ſtill —— here | muſt have to encounter 
Rivals numberleſs and invincible. | 

Soph. Rivals ! 

Fran. Ay, Madam, is not every Volume in your Li. 
brary a Rival? Do you not paſs whole Days, nay ſome- 
times happier Nights, with them alone? The Living and 
the Dead promiſcuous in your Favour? Old venerable 
Sages, even in their Graves, can give you Raptures, from 
whoſe Divine Enjoyment no mortal Lover can perſuade 


ou. 
1 S2ph. [to Char ] Is this to pleaſe you, Siſter? 
Char. Truly 1 think not —— he has miſlaken the 
way at leaſt. 
Fran. [Turning to Char. ] And here, Madam —— 
L. Fr. Hold, Sir, a Truce with your Neg 
tives, leſt they grow too vehement in their Affirmation. 
— you have hitherto my Efteem preſerve it 
by your Diſcretion, and force me not to revoke the 
Freedom I have this day given you Sophronia, | 
have carried this Matter to the very utmoſt Limits of 
Diſcretion — I hope you, and your Siſter, are now 
deliver'd from your Error; if not, I'll inftantly with 
draw, and leave you to a full Conviction, 
[Exit Lady Wrangle. 
Fran. 1 am afraid my Lady takes ſomething ill of me. 
Soph. Sir, what you have done was from her own 
Defire; and ſince I partly am the Occaſion, it is but juſt 
I ſtand engag d for your Reconciliation. 
Fran. Then give me leave to hope, Madam — 
Soph. From what Pretenſion, Sir? From any Weak 
neſs of my Behaviour? Hope! do you conſider the l. 
| | Centiou 
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centious and extenſive Conſequences of that odious 
Word? Hope! you make me tremble at the Thought. 

Fran. Madam, I only mean 

Soph. I know your Meaning, Sir ; and therefore muſt 
not hear it. 

Fran. This is new with a Vengeance. [ Aſide. 

Seph. Siſter, I am ſorry our Argument has reduced 
me to ſtand ſo outrageous an Inſtance of your Conviction ; 
but you may profit from the Inſult: You may learn to 
moderate your Vanity, and to know yourlelf. O! "tis a 
Heavenly Leſſon — E Cæli deſcendit, Gnat he ſcauton. 

Exit. 
Fran. What a ſolid Happineſs is now crept into her 


Mind through the Crack of her Brain ? — I hope you 
ue not going too, Madam? 


Char. I don't know any Buſineſs I have here. 

Fran. So I-gad ! I havediſoblig'd them all, I be- 
leve: ¶ Lide] You are not out of Humour? 

Char. I do not know whether I am or no. 

Fran. So cold, Charlotte, after I have had my Wits up- 
en the ſtretch this half hour, to oblige you ? 

Char. What, in blowing up other People's Vanity at 
my Expence ? 

Fran. Would you have had me blown up their Jea- 


| louſy, at the Expence of my being weil with you? 


Char. You that are fo dextrous in impoſing upon 
others, may impoſe upon me too, for ought I know. 

Fran, Come, come, don't impoſe upon yourſelf Char- 
lite, by this groundleſs, this childiſh Reſentment. 

Char. She that has no Reſentment at all, may be un- 
der-treated as long as ſhe lives, I find. 

Fran. Pray think a little; is my having made them 
ndiculous by your own Conſent, expoſing you to them, 
er them to you? 

Char. I do not know how the Matter's contriv'd ; but 
| certainly find my ſelf uneaſy, and you can't perſuade 
ne I am not fo. | 

Fran. Well, well; fince you can't juſtify your being in 
an ll-humour, it's a fair ſtep at leaſt to your coming into 
a good one. 

Char. Come, I will not be wheedled now. 

Fran. Nay, but hear me. 

| Sophro- 
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Sophronia enters unſeen, while Frankly ſeems to en- 
tertain Charlotte apart. 


S9ph. What can theſe Creatures be doing alone to. | 


gether ? I thought I left my Siſter in too ill a Humourts 
retire with him; but I ſee theſe Carnage Lovers hare 
ſach a Meanneſs in their Souls, they'll overlook the 
groſſeſt Uſage to accommodate their ſenſual Concorpo- 
ration "Tis fo her Eyes have loſt all Re. 
ſentment already: But I mult not be ſeen, leit they 
miſtake my innocent Curioſity for Jealouſy. 

Char. Well, but you might have thrown in a civil 
thing to me in my turn too. 

Fran. Alas ' poor Lady ! Pray, what one civil thing 
did I mean to any Body but your ſelf? Beſides, was na 
you one of the three Goddefles, Miſs Car hte? Which 
of the Company do you ſuppole I meant by Yew, 

? 
Char. How filly you make me? 

Fran. Nay, I was going to ſay a great deal mote t 
you, if my Lady had not ſtopt my Mouth. 

Soph. Is it poſſible? 22 

Char. Why then I beg your pardon; for in thor, | 
find I have only been Fool enough to be unealy, be 
cauſe they had not Senſe enough to be mortifed. 

Fran. A pretty innocent Confeſſion truly. 

Soph. Have I my Senſes ? | 

Char. Well! but tell me what was it you had a mind 
to ſay to me? 

Fran. Nothing to what I now could fay-- O! Charts, 
my Heart grows full of you; the leaſt Look of kindneb 
ſoftens me to Folly ! Indeed I love you. 

Soph. Soh! | 

Char. And for what, after all ? [Smiling 

Fran. For that, and for a thouſand Charms beſide: 
[Preffing her Hand] There's ſomething in your Looks ſo 
toft, ſo gentle, ſo reſign'd, and plaintive; I loved be 
fore I knew it, and only thouglit I gave the Pity that 
I wanted. 


Char. What Tranſport's in the Paſſion, when the Ter | 


derneſs is mutual? 
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$oph. O! the enormcus Creature! But I'll b2 gone, 
leſt her Intoxication ſhould know no Bounds ! — No, — 
on ſecond "Thoughts Pl tay —— this 
odious Object may be uſeful ; Vipers, if 
rightly taken, are Preſervatives; And as 
the Spartans taught their Children to ab- cem in an 
hor Intemperance, by ſhewing them amorous Di/- 
their Slaves expos'd, and ſenſeleſs in pute, till be 
their Wine; ſo I, in Contemplation of 4i/s her. ] 
this Folly, may be fortified againſt it — 

0! the abandon'd Wantons! —— What a riotous Diſ- 
order now muſt run thro' every Vein of her whole 
Syſtem? How can they thus deface the Dignity of hu- 
nan Being? A Kiſs, nay then 'tis inſupportable. [She 

s to them. ] Siſter, I am amaz'd you can ſtand trifling 
2 when my Father's come home, and you know he 
wants you. 

Char. She has certainly ſeen us. [ Afede to Fran. 

Fran. No matter, ſeem eaſy, and take no notice. 

Apart to Char, 

Soph. Shall I tell him you will not come, Madam? 

Char. Well, donot be in a Paſſion, dear Siſter. 

Fran. O! fy! why ſhould you think ſo? But is 
vir Gilbert come in, Madam? I have a little Buſineſs 
as - him: If you pleaſe, Madam, ['ll wait upon you 
to him. 

Char. With all my Heart. 

Fran. Amante Spoſo, &. [Exit finging with Char, 

Soph. What means this Turbulence of Thought ? Why 
am I thus diforder'd? It cannot, nay, I will not 
have it Jealouſy No! if I were capable of Folly, 
Granger might miſlead me; yet ſtill I am difturb'd——- 
Yes, tis plain, I am incens'd, provok'd at him; but can 
I not aſſign the Cauſe? O!] I have found it having 
firſt offer d up his Heart to me, his giving it to another, 
without my Leave, is an Inſult on my Merit, and 
that's all How 
then (ball | puniſh him? By ſecuring her to his Rival 
—= Witling ſhall have her; I'll work it by my Lady, 
he ſeems his Friend Yes, yes, that will intirely 
tale my Heart: How I rejoice to find 'tis only * 

| | ri 


During this, 
r. and Char. 
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Pride that has diſturb'd me Ves, III certainly 
reſent it — to their mutual Diſappointment. 


Thus beth ſhall ſuffer, doom d to different Fates: 
His be Deſpair; be hers, the Man fhe hates. [Ex 
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Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 


Lady Wrangle. 

Ag Mpoſible! You amaze me! Kiſs her, fy 
peu? What! as a Lover, amorouſly? vo 
LE luptuouſly ? 

= RS Sp. Infamouſly! with all the glow 

ing Fcrvour of a Libertine. 

— L. Vr. Then I am deceiv'd indeed! [ 

thought that Virtue, Letters, and Philoſophy, had only 

Charms for him: 1 have known his Soul all Rapturem 

their Praiſes; nay, and believ d myſelf the ſecret Objeft 

of them all. But is he vulgar, brutal then at laſt ? —— 

No Punic Faith fo falſe 'Tis well! he has deceiv d 

me, and I hate him. O that forward Creature! 

Soph. She warms as I could wiſh. 2 

L Vr. But tell me, dear Sophronia, how did that nau- 
ſeous Girl behave to him? Was the Shame chiefly his? 
Did ſhe reſiſt, or — how was this odious Kiſs obtain d! 
Were his Perſuaſions melting, or her Alluremenes artful? 
Was he enſnared, or did his Wiles ſeduce her? O! tell 
me - ra J burn to know, yet wiſh to be de- 
ceiv'd. 

Soph. — Speratque Miſerrima * — Dire@ly 
jealous of him; but Fl make my Uſes of it [ {fide ] Nay, 
Madam, I muſt own the guilty Part was chiefly her: 
Had you but ſeen the warm Advances that ſhe made him, 
the Looks, the Smiles, the toying Glances, O! ſuch war- 

| | ton 
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ton Blandiſhments to allure him; you would think his 
Crime, compar'd to hers, but Frailty. 
L. Wr. O! the little Sorcereſs! but ſhall I ſtop her 


in her looſe Career: I'll have her know, forward as ſhe 


is, her Inclinations ſhall wait upon my Choice; and 
fince ſhe will run riot, I'll have her clogg'd immedi- 
ately : I'll marry her, Sophronia ; but where I think 
ft: No! Mr. Vitling is her Man, or ſhe's a Maid for 


ever, 
* That, Madam, I doubt, ſhe will never be brought 
to; ſhe mortally bates him. 
L. Vr. So much the better; I do not deſign him there- 
fore as her Happineſs, but her Puniſhment. 
Soph. This is fortunate ; ſhe even prevents my Pur- 
[ Jſde. 
L. Vr. O! that a Man of his ſublime Faculties could 
fall from ſuch a Height Was ever any thing fo 
mean, Sophronia? 
Soph. 1 am ſurpriz'd indeed; my Siſter too is ſo illite- 
nte, Madam. 
L. Vr. To contaminate his Intellects with ſuch a Chit 
ef an Animal! O Tempora! 
Soph. O Mares] Tis a degenerate Age indeed, Madam. 
L. Vr. Nothing but Noiſe and Ignorance; Girls and 
Vanity have their Attractions now. 
Soph. O! there's no living, Madam, while Coquettes 
we ſo openly tolerated among a civiliz'd People ! | 
L. Vr. 1 proteſt they are ſo inſolently inſidious, they 
ue become meer Nuſances to all innocent Society. 
| Soph. Iam amaz d the Government ſhould not ſet che 
idle Creatures to work. 
L. Vr. The Wiſdom of our Anceſtors reſtrain'd ſuch 
d Licences; and, you ſee the Laws they made, 
deſcrib'd them all by the modeſt Term of Spinſters 


Vr. But! I'll take care of her, at leaſt ; and ſince 

is become a publick Miſchief, to humble her will be a 
publick Good: I'll ſend to Mr. Mitling this moment, 
and invite him to dine here. I defire you will be in the 
ay, Child, and aſſiſt me in bringing this Matter to a 
ſpecdy Concluſion. [Exit. 
Soph. 
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_ Soph. Yes, I ſhall aſſiſt you, Madam; tho' not to gry 
tify your Reſentments, but my own: Poor Lady! is thit 


then all the Fruit of your Philoſophy ? Is this her Con | 


duct of the Paſſions, not to endure another ſhould poſſe 
what ſhe pretends to ſcorn ? Are thefe her Self denial! 


Where, where was her Self examination all this while? 


The leaſt Inquiry there had ſhewn theſe Paſſions as they 
are: Then had ſhe ſeen, that all this Anger at my Siſter 
was but Envy; thoſe Reproaches on her Lover, jealov 
ſy ; even that Jealouſy, the Child of Vanity, and her 
avow'd Reſentment, Malice ! Good Heaven ! Can ſhe he 
this Creature, and know it not? And yet tis ſo— 
ſo partial's Nature to herſelf: 


That Charity begins, where Knowledge Sou d, 
And all our Wiſlom's counſelPd by the Blood: 
The Faults of others abe with Eaſe diſcern, 
But our own Frailties are the laſt we learn. 


[Going off foe meets Frankly and Charlotte 


Ha! perpetually together? 
Char. In Contemplation, Siſter ? I am afraid ve d 
— you: Come, Mr. Frankly, we'll go into the nen 
dom. 
* No, Madam, if you have any Secrets, I'll retre. 
Char. Nay, we have none now, Siſter, but what | 
dare ſwear you are certainly let into: Ha ! ha! ha 


Fran. So! She muſt have a gentle Inſult, I find; but i 


will be prudent in me to keep the Peace. 


| [45 
Soph. Theſe Taunts are inſupportable! but to confel 


the Smart, were adding to her Triumph. [ Au.. 
Char. Why fo grave, Sophrania ? 


Soph. Why that Queſtion, Madam? Do you often fee | 


me otherwiſe ? 

Char. No; but I thought, upon your ſuppoſing we had 
Secrets, you drew up a little. 

Soph. Tis peſlible, I might not be in a laughing Hu 
mour, without thinking any of your Secrets important. 
Fran. People, Madain, that think much, always we 

a ſerious Aſpect. [ To Chat. 
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Soph. As the contrary, Siſter, may be a Reaſon for 


your continual Mirth. 


Char. Well! well! fo Jam but happy, Siſter, I am 


content you ſhould be wiſe as long as you live. 


Soph. You have one Sign of Wiſdom, I fee; a little 


thing contents you— There's no bearing her. [Ex. Soph. 


Char. She's in a high Miff. 

Frar. I am afraid there is no Good towards us: I ob- 
ſerv d my Lady, as ſhe paſs'd too, had much the ſame 
Cloud upon her Brow. 

Char. Then ſhe has certainly told her how ſhe caught 
us fooling together. 

Fran. No doubt on't ; therefore we muſt expect all the 
Miſchief that either of them can do us. 

Char. My Silter can't do us much, at leaſt. 

Fran. She can blow up my Lady; and, you know, 
my Lady governs your Father. 

Char. She does a little overbear him indeed; not but 
he will make his Party good with her upon Occaſion: I 
have known it come to a drawn Battle between them, 
eſpecially when he has any Body to ſtand by him. A 
kad Life tho', Mr. Frankly, when conjugal Engagements 
are only Battles; does not their Example frighten you ? 

Fran. I can ſee no Hazard, in taking my Chance with 


' you, Madam. 


Sophronia returns, and flops ſort, ſeeing Frankly 
taking Charioue's Hand. 


$9ph. So! cloſing again the minute they are alone 
but | ſhall make bold with them. [Goes forward.] Pray, 
vilter, what did you do with that Book of mine) vu took 
up this morning. 

Char. What Book ? 

S9þh. The Confutizs, you know, in my Chamber. 
14 O! I did not mind it, I left it upon the green 
Soph. Very well——that's all——1I beg your Pardon: 
What a melancholy Sight the is? 

[ Exit, and drops her Handkerchief, 
Fran. This Book was only a Pretence to break in up- 
on us. 
Char. 
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Char. Plainly— ſhe haunts us like the Ghoſt in Hey. 
let. But pray, what Talk had you with my Father jug 
now? 

Fran. A t deal; we are upon v = 
there, I 2 you: But his Conſcience, 4 
under the moſt ridiculous Dilemma, ſure, that ever wa, 

Char. What do you mean ? 

Fran. If you will have Patience to hear it, I'll tell you, 

Char. I thall have no Patience till I do hear it. 

Fran. You mult know then, ſome time ago, Sir Gilbert 
happen'd in a mix'd Company in Change- Alley, to join in 
a Laugh at Mr. Witling, for his Folly (as it was they 
thought) in giving out Premiums for the Refuſal of Saul. 
Sea Stock at an extravagant Price : The Beau being 
piqued to an intemperance, to ſee his Bargains a [ef 
offer'd, in Heat of Blood, to back his Judgment with 
more Money, for a harder Bargain, and ten times u 
chimerical. 

Char. Ay, now let's hear. 

Fran. 'Thus it was: He told an hundred Guineas into 
your Father's hand; in conſideration of which, (if Witln 
could prove himſelf worth Fiſty Thouſand Pound withis 
the Year, and the South-Sea Stock ſhould in that time 
mount to a thouſand per Cet. why then, and on thoſe 
Conditions only) your Father was to give him the Refulal 
of you, or your Siſter, in Marriage. This whimſical Of 
fer turn'd the Laugh of the Company to the Beau's fide, 
at which Sir Gilbert, impatient of his Triumph, and nxt 
being in the leaſt apprehenſive either of the Stocks ring 
to that Price, or : this Rattle-headed Fellow could 
poſſibly make ſuch a Fortune in that time; fairly took 
the Money, and fign'd the Contract. Now the Stock, t 
ſeems, is come up to his Price, and the Spark has aQual 
ly prov'd himſelf worth near double the Sum he c 
dition'd for. 


Char. For Heaven's Sake! am I to take all this fe | 


ouſly ? 


Fran. Upon my Life 'tis true: But don't miſtake the | 


Matter; Sir Gilbert has left his Daughters Inclinavos 
free: there is no Force to be put upon them in the Bar 
gain. | 


Char. 
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Char. Oh! then I can take my Breath again. 

Fran. No, no; you are ſaſe as to that point: You may 
4o as you pleaſe ; he has only tied up his on Conſent. 
But Vitling having this Call upon it, Sir Gz/bert is inca- 

as he ſays, of giving it at preſent to me. 

Char. Well! but in the mean time, ſuppole he ſhould 
gire it to you; what's the Penalty ? 

Fran. That's true; I had like to have forgot it: The 
penalty is this; If Sir Gilbert refuſes his Conſent, then he 
is to give Mitling an Alternative of the three thouſand 
Pound Stock only, at two hundred. So low it ſeems was 
the Price, when this Bargain was made. 

Char. A pinching Article: I am afraid my good Father 
has not Dittaſte enough for a Coxcomb, to part with his 
Stock, and not toſs him a Daughter into the Bargain. 

Fran. Ay, but conſider ; Sir Gilhert is not to part with 
his Stock neither, if you re fuſe to marry the Gentleman. 

Char. Why then the Fool has given his Money for no- 
thing ; at leaſt I am ſure he has, if he makes his Call 

me. | 

Fran. Ay, but here's the Misfortune ; the Fool has been 
vile enough to do that already: Sir Gilbert tells me, he 
das inſiſted upon you; and you may be ſure my Lady, 
and your Siſter, will do all in their power to hold your 
Father to his Bargain: So that, while the Contract's va- 
lid, it will not be even in your Power, Charlitte, to com- 
plete my Happineſs this half Year. 

Char. It gives me at leaſt occaſion to ſhew you a new 
Proof of my Inclination ; for I confeſs, I ſhall be as un- 
exy as you, till. one way or other, this ridiculous Bargain 
out of that Coxcomb's hands again. 

Fran. O! Charlotte] lay your Hand upon my Heart, 
and feel how ſenſibly it thanks you. 

Char. Fooliſh ! 


Sophronia enters, as looking for her Handkerchief, and 
obſerves them. | 


1 -- Monſtrous ! actually embracing him! What have 


Tranſports made her blind too? Sure ſhe might 
me. 


Char. Be but rul'd, and I'll engage to manage it. 


Fran. 
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Fran. I have a lucky Thought, that certainly 
Char. Peace! break thee off! Lo! where it come 


again. 

Fran, Speak to it, Horatio Seein 

Char. Do you want any thing, Siſter ? * 

Soph. Ay! did not I drop an Handkerchief here? 

Char. 1 did not fee any — O!] here —— I believe 
this is it. [Gives It her, 

[They all Rand gravely mute for ſome time, at l 
Charlotte, as uneaſy at her Company, ſpeak.) 

Char. Do you want any thing elſe, Siſter ? 

Soph. [Turning ſhort upon her.] — Yes, Madam — 
Patience to ſupport me under your injuriow 
Aſſurance. 

Char. Keep your Temper, Siſter, left I ſhould ſuſpet 
your Philoſophy to be only an Affectation of Knowledge 
you never could arrive at. 


Soph. There are ſome Surprizes, Madam, too firong | 


for all the Guards of human Conſtancy. 

Char. Yet I have heard you ſay, Madam, tis a Nu- 
rowneſs of Mind to be ſurpriz'd at hny thing. 

Soph. To be amaz'd at the Actions of the Unjuſt, and 
the Abandon'd, is a Weakneſs that often ariſes from In. 
nocence and Virtue: You muſt therefore pardon me, i 
I am aftoniſh'd at your Behaviour. 

Fran. So! I ſuppoſe I ſhall have my ſhare , 

Ac 

Char. My Behaviour, Madam, is net to be alpen d 

Outrage; and if I am not aftoniſh'd at yours, 'ts 
becauſe the Folly of it ought to move no Pailion bu 
Laughter. 

Soph. This tome! to me! Mrs. Charlotte ? 

Char. Ay, ay! to you, Mrs. Sophronia. 

Fran. I beg your Pardon, Ladies, I ſee you have pn 
vate Buſineſs. [ Going. 

Soph. No, Sir, — held | — — you are at leal 
4 — if not the Principal in the Injury I cm 
plain of. 

Fran. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam, i 
ſuppoſing any thing in my Power could diſturb you; 


but pray, Madam, wherein have I been ſo unhappy 955 


injure you? ob, 
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Soph. In the tendereſt Part; my Fame, my Senſe, 
my Merit, and (as the World eſteems it) in my Sex's 


Fran. Accumulated Wrongs indeed! But really, NM :- 
dam, I am yet inthe dark; I muſt beg you to explain 
1 litttle farther. N 

Soph. Then plainy thus, Sir : You have robb'd me 
of my Right; the Vows of Love you once preferr'd 


10 me, are by the Laws of Honour, without my Con- 


ſent, irrevocable : but, like a vile 1 you hive 
fnce preſum d to throw your ſcornful Malice on my At- 
taftions, by baſely kneeling to another. 

Char. O] the painful Conflicts of Prudery. [ Ze. 

Fran. This is hard indeed, Madam, that the Loſs 
of what you never thought worth your Acceptance, 
hould be worth your Refentment : If a Beggar ſhould 
Charity, would you call it an Injury. if, up- 
on refuſing it, the Wretch ſhould beg of the next Paſ- 


? 

"Io. Well! is not that prettily ſaid now, Sifter ? 

Soph. The Caſe is different You owe me 
Tribute as your rightful Conqueror; and tho' I have 
declin'd the taſtele's Triumph of your Homage, that's 
no Remittance of the Duty: Nor can you pav it to 
the Uſurper of my Right, without rebellious Perjury to 
me. 


Fran. Hoyty ! toyty ! I-gad there will be no end 
cf this 1 muſt een talk downright» to her. 

[ Afede. 

Soph. Oblations vow'd to a peculiar Power, are te 
ts peculiar Altars only due; and tho' the Offering 
night be ill-receiv'd, yet ſhould the murmuring Suppli- 
wt dare to invoke another's Aid, his Vows are then be- 
tome profane and impious to the Deity, 

Char. So! ſince he would not make her a Goddeſs, 
| find ſhe's refolv'd to make ore of herſelf. {| 4/ge. 
Fran Now really, Madam, if I were to put all this 
unto plain Eugliſb, the Tranſlation would amount to no 
more than this, That your offended Deity is a mers 
Dog in a Manger: What 7 Duce, becauſe you don't 

love 
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love Oats, muſt nobody elſe eat them! Ha! ha! 

Char. Ha ! ha! ha! 

Soph. Amazement! Horror! I am ſhock'd and ſhiver d 
to athouſand Atoms! O! my violated Ears! 

Fran. Ay, ay! Madam, you may give yourſelf y 
many Romantick Airs as you pleaſe ; but, in ſhen, [ 
can play the civil Hypocrite no longer. 

Soph. Ye Powers! he triumphs in — ' 

Fran. That is, Madam, becauſe you will always take 
Civility for Adoration. But however to clear up this 
whole Matter; if, for once, you can reduce youre 
from a Deity to what Nature has made you, a Woman 
of Senſe, I'll beg pardon for my Brutality, and ſpeak 
to you like a Gentleman. 

Soph. You may ſuppoſe me then to have the Senſe 
you ſpeak of. 

Fran. Why then I own, Madam, when firit I came 
from Travel, my Father, on whom TI then de 

nded, recommended me to an Alliance in this I 
mily : I thought my ſelf honour'd in his Commands; 
and being equally a Stranger to you and your $- 
ſter, I judg'd, as being the elder, you had a natunl 
Right to the Preference of my Addreſſes: I ſaw yu 
ſaw your Perſon lovely, adorn'd with all thoſe Charms 
that uſually inſpire the Lover's Tongue to bend the Ear 
of Beauty 

Char. How ſhe drops her Eyes at it 

Fran. But on a nearer Converſe, I found you ſcarce 
a Mortal in your Sentiments; ſo utter a Diſdain of 
Love, had you imbib'd from your Romantick Edua- 
tion: no wonder I ſucceeded not; I ſhall not reproach 
you with my peculiar Treatment: you pleas'd your 
ſelf, and I retreated. On this I thought my Heart at 
liberty to try its better Fortune here. Here I am fix, 
and juſtify my Love; where then's the Injury to you, 
in laying at your Siſter's Feet a Heart, which your Di- 
dain rejected ? | 

Soph. 'Tis true, while offer'd with impure Delis; 
while ſenſually, and as a Woman only, you purſu'd me: 


But had you greatly ſought the Marriage n | 
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the ſocial Raptures of the Soul; 1 might perhaps have 
cheriſh'd an intellectual Union. 

Fran. Ah! but dear, dear Madam, thoſe Raptures in 
the Air would not do my Buſineſs; | want an Lier to 


my Family, and in plain Terms, my Cale requires one 


that will give a little bodily Help to it. 

Soph. Nay then again, I mult diſclaim you; a Heart 
ſo tainted would but ſully the Receiver: The Shrin.'s 
diſhonou'd by a polluted Sacrifice. 

Char. So! ſhe's at her old Flights again. [ Aiide. 

Soph. Thus then I fly for ever from your Hopes — 


Thus Daphne triumph'd e er Apoilo's Flame, 

And to his Heaw'n prefer d a Virgin Name : 

The vanguiſp'd God purſu'd, but to deſpair, 

While deathleſs Laurels crogen d the fliing Fair. 

[Exit 

Fran. So! there's one Plague over; I have diſcharg'd 
my Conſcience upon her at leaſt. 

Char. Ha! ha! what a pretty way though, my good 
Filer has of turning a Slight into a Triumph? But the 
has a great Heart. 

Fran. O! "twould be hard to deny her that Satisfac- 
tion; beſide, the greateſt Heart in the World did juſt 
the fame : We have known the late Grand Monarch 


ble many a Battle; but it was bloody hard to beat him 
ont of a Te Deum. 


Char. Well, but now, how ſhall we manage my 
Faher ? 
Fran. Here he comes. 
Enter Sir Gilbert. 


dir Cilb. So, Mr. Frankl; "you fee J give you fair Play 


= andtroth ! I have a great Reſpect for you — But — 


L— a Bargain's a Bargain; if another Man has really 

pad for my Conſent, you muſt not take it ill, if | don't 

refuſe him. 

Fran. I can't pretend to ask it, Sir; I think it Fa- 
| C2 Vour 
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vour enough, if you don't oblige your Da ughter to 
fuſe me. 

Sir G:i/b. Not I, not I, Man; that's out of the Ve. 
tion : She may pleaſe herſelf, and if Witling ſhould 
not pleaſe her ; troth! I can't ſay it would not * me 
too: In ſhort, if you two have Wit enough to make 
up the Difference, and bring me of ———— why 
there's no more to be (aid If not — Ac 
counts muſt be made up I have taken the 
Premium, and muſt ſtand to my Contract: For let ne 
tell you, Sir, we Citizens are as tender of our Credit 
in Change- Alley, as you fine Gentlemen are of you 
Honour at Couit. | 

Fran. Sir, depend upon it, your Credit ſhall uot faf 
fer by me, whatever it may vy your Compariſon. 

Sir Gib. Why, what ails the Compariſon ? Sir, Ithink 
the Credit of the City my be compared to that of ay 
Body of Men in Europe. 

Fran. Yes, Sir; but you miſtake me: I queſtion if 
any Bodies may be compared to that of the City. 

Sir G:/b. O! your humble Servant, Sir; I did nn 
take you Ay, ay, you're right ! you're right! 
Ay, ay, ay, live and learn, Mr. Franih: You'll 
"11s not your Court, but City- Politicians muſt do the 
Nation's Buſineſs at laſt. Why, what did your Cow 
tiers do all the two laſt Reigns, but borrow Money 
make to War, and make War tomake Peace, and make 
Peace to make War? And then to be Bullies in one, 
and Bubbles in tother? A very Account truly; 
but we have made Money, Man: Money ! Money! 
there's the Health and Life Blood of a Government: 
And therefore I inſiſt upon't, that we are the wilt 
Citizens in Europe; For we have coin'd more Cal 
in an Hour, than the Tower of London in twat 
Years 

Fran. Nay, you govern the World now, it's plain, 
Sir; and truly that makes us it's upon the mend 
ing hand: For ſince our Men of Quality are got fo this 


into Change Alley, who knows but in time a great Mans | 


Word may go as far as a Tradeiman's ? 8 


TS Fe FOr EET. 


— 


2 


E FF ESSE 


Ire 75 


L * 


Herr 


k 


8 


5 


© EE 


1 Man of Honour? 


The Ladies Philoſophy. fy 


Sir Gilb. Ah! a Wag! a Wag! In troth, Mr. Frank/;, 
the more [ know you, the more I like you: I fee you 
know the World, you judge of Men by their intrin- 
ick Value; and you're right! you're right ! Titles are 
empty things: A wiſe lan will always be a wiſe Man, 
whether he has any Title or no. 

Fran. Ay, ay, Sir, and when a Fool gets one, he's 
only known to be a greater Fool. 

Sir Gi/b. You're right again: beſides, Sir, ſhall any 
Man value himſelf upon a thing, that another may buy 
for his Money as well as he? Ridiculous a very 

Buſineſs truly, to give ten or twenty thouſand 
Pound, only to be called out of one's Name: Ha! 
ta! ha | 

Fran. Nay, Sir, and perhaps too, loſe the Privilege 
of a private Subject, that of being believ'd upon your 
Honour, or trutted upon your Word. 

Sir Gilb. Honour's a Joke! Is not every honeſt Man 


Fran. Ay, but the beſt Joke is, that every Man of 
Honour is not an honeſt Man, Sir. 

vir Gib. Odsbodlikins, Mr. Frank, you are an in- 
genious Gentleman, and I muſt have you into my Fa- 
mily, though it coit me twenty thouſand Pound to keep- 
that pragmatical Fellow out on'r. X 

Fran. If I have any pretence to your Favour, Sir, I 
will take care your Family ſhall not ſuffer by my com- 
ing into it; for if the worſt muſt chappen, tis but wait- 
ing til the other half Year of Witlings Contract is ex- 
pir d. 1 dare anſwer your Daughter won't run away 
with him in the mean time. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, but there's the Queſtion: Is the Girl 
launch? Are you ſure now, that, like a young Hound, 
he may not gallop away with the raak Scent of a Cox- 
comb, and ſo ſpoil your Sport? 

Fran. I dare fay ſhe'll take this Fear for a Favour — 
beſt examine her your ſelf, Sir. 

Sir Gi/b. Come hither, Charlotte. 

Char. Your Pleaſure, Sir? s 

Sir Gilb. Are you ſure you are as wiſe as other ſine 

10 3 | 
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Ladies of your Age, that know more of Mankind than 
their Fathers, and conſequently have a natural Averſion 
to all Husbands of their chuſing? In ſhort have yen 
learnt enough of the World, to be heartily diſobedient 
upon Occaſion ? 

Char. When you pleaſe to give me the Occaſion, Sir, 
I will try what] can do. 

Sir Gi/b. Humh ! ſhe promiſes fair. [To Frankly afide ] 
The Girl has Wit But now, Cnild, the Queſtion 
1s, whether you have common Senſe or no (for 
don't always go together) are you ſmoky ? Have you 
all your Eye-teeth yet? Are you peery, as the Cant uy? 
In ſhort, do you know what 1 would be at now? 

Char. Will you give me leave to gueſs, Sir ? 

Sir G:/6. Out with it. 

Char. Why then (I hope at leaſt, Sir) you have 3 
wind to make Witling believe, you are doing all in 
your power to bring his Bargain to bear; and at the 
fame time wiſh [ would do all in my power to bring it 
to nothing. £ 

Sir Gilb, [ Afde ] It will do! it will do! Mr. Frankh, 
tell her ſhe's right; you know it is net honeſt for me to 
ſay fo: a hum! 

Char. In fhort, Sir, if you'll leave the matter to my 
Ditcretion, Til engage to bring you off. 

Sir Gi/b. Bring me off, Huſiy ! why; have you the 
Confidence to ſuppoſe I won't do the fair thing by the 
Gentleman ? 

Char. I have not the Confidence to ſuppoſe you would 
do a hard thing by this Gentleman, indeed Papa! 

[Takes Frankly's Hand. 

Sir Gi/b. Dye hear! d've hear! what a ſenſible Aſſu- 
rance the Slut has? Ah! it's a wheedling Toad ! [Aus 
Adod! Ill have a little more of her But do you 
know, Lady, that Mr. Mitling has demanded my Con- 
ſent, and that it would coſt me above twenty 
Pounds to refuſe it ? 

Char. Ves, Sir, Ido know it; and if I were to give him 
my Conſent, I know that I ſhould have much the warſt 
Bargain of the two. " 
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Sir Cilß. Your Conſent! Why ſure, Madam, when I 
fy, do ſo, do you pretend to have a Will of your 
? 


own !: 
Char. Umh ! a leetle! a ſmall Pulſe, you know, Papa. 
[ Faxwning on Sir Gilb. 
dir Gilb. Ah! the . Giply ! why you Confident, 
thominable — Odſheart! I could kiſs her 
Fran. Faith ! do, Sir, that's no Breach of your Con- 


Sir Gi/h. No! no! that's not fair neither, I am to be 
ingry with her beſides I don't keep my word, if 
don't ſpeak a good one for him. 

Char. That's not in your Power, Sir ; 'tis impoſſible 
anybody can give him a good word, at leaſt to me. 

vir Gilb. How | how! will not a handſome young Fel- 
low, with an hundred thouſand Pound in his Pocket, go 
Own with you? Will not a full Plumb melt in your 
Mouth, Miftreſs Daint; ? 

Char. Thank you, Sir; but I don't love Traſh! 

Sir Gifs, Traſh! Mr. Witling Tra 

Char. A Coxcomb. 

Sir Gilb, I fay he is 

Char. Ny Averſion. 

Sir G:/5. Bear witneſs, Mr. Frankly, the eſu es 
hm; you {ee all I ſay ſignifies nothing: But I jay a- 
gain and again, that I am reſelv'd, Madam, you ſhall 
marry him, and that Articles ſhall be drawn this very 


Char. But do you think you can't perſuade him to 
lay a little, Sir ? | 

vir Gilb. Stay! yes; yes; a reaſonable time, that is. 
— You'll think it a reaſonable one, I am ſure, 


Sir Gils. Well! well ! how long? 

Char. Only till I have done hating him, that's all. 

Sir Gilb. Pſhah ! fiddle faddle! marry him firſt, and 
jou will have time enough to hate him afterwards. 
2 Well, Sir, then I have but one Favour to beg 

ä 

dur Gib. Come, what is't ? what is'c? 

C 4 Char. 
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Char. Only, Sir, that in the Dravght of the Articles 

will be pleas'd to leave a Blank tor the Gentleman} 

ame; and if I don't fill it upto your Mind, ſay I know 
nothing of my own. 

Sir Gi/b. Fie ! fie ! you wicked thing you — 
Frankly, it will do! it will do ! the Girl has all her 
Goings ! keep her right, keep her right, and tight; and 
IU warrant thee all fafe, Boy. 

Fran. Never fear, Sir —— now there's but one Difficulty 
behind ; were it but poſſible to make my Lady ou 
Friend in this matter a 

Sir G:/b. Pſhaw ! waw! never mind her; Am not 1 
Maſter of my own Family? Does not ſhe know that my 
Wili's a Law? and # I once ſay the word 

Fran. That's true, Sir ; but, you know, one wauld not 
make her a needleſs Enemy: She'll think herſelf a 
fonted, take it as an Iuſult to her Underitanding, nat 
to be let into the Secret at ail. 

Char. Indeed, Sir, | ati afraid we ſhall have a foul 
F euſe, if He is not conſulted in this Buſineſs. 

Sir Gi/b. Nay, nay, with all my Heart, but the fooliſh 
Woman always loves to diipute about nothing, and ſucha 
Spirit of Contradiction runs away with her, I had as lief 
fit in the Stocks, as talk to her: however, for your pri- 
vate Satisfaction 
Fran. Indeed, Sir, I think it will be better fo. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! then Pl tell her my Reſolution 
inſtantly. 

Char. Ah! poor Papa ! what a wicked Diſtreſs have ue 
brought kim to? Now will he rather run _ the Mouth 


of a Cannon, than let us ſee he is afraid of Gunpow 
der. 
Fran. How my Lady will bounce when ms / 


Sir Gib. O! here's my Lady, I'll ſpeak to her now. 
Fran. If you pleaſe, we'll retire, that you may han 
no Interruption. 
Sir Gill. Do ſo, you're right, you're right. 
[Ex. Fran. and Chat. 
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Wrangle, driving a Maid S in 
—_— before "4 OY 


L V.. Out of my Doors, you Dunce ! you illiterate 
Monſter ! What! could not you read? could not you 
? where were your Eyes, you brainleſs Idiot? 
vir Gilb. Hey-day ! hey-day ! what's the matter now? 

L. V. Go! you Eleyenth Plague of Egype. 
Maid. Indeed, Madam, I did not know it was of any 
oe, it was ſo blotted and blurred, 1 took it for waſte 


E Blurred ! you Driveler ! was ever any Piece per · 
4, that had not Corrections, Raſures, Interlineations, 
ad Improvements ? Does not the very Original ſhew, that 
= - 


Mind is warmeſt, it's never fati with its- 


Incipit, & dubitat ; ſeribit, damnatque tabellas, 
Et notat, & delet ; mutat, culpatque probatque. 


Sir Gib. O Lord ! now the Learned Fit's upon her, the 
Devil won't be able to deal with her. [Afide. 
L. Vr. What have you done with it, you Dolchead ?* 
vhere is it & fetch it, let me ſee it, I far. 
2 — Pray, my Lady Wrangle, v hat is all this Rout: 
” O ! nothing to be ſure ! I am alw ys unreaſo- 


Sir GIB. Why look you now, did I fay : ny ſuch thing? 
L. Vr. I don't care if you did. 
ir Gil, It's yery hard a Man may not ask a civil Queſ- 


unn in his own Houſe. 


L. Vr. Ay, do, fide with her, take her part; do, do, 
whold her in her Impudence. 7 % 
vir Gilb, Why, my Lady, did I ſay a word to her? 

L. Vr. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, give me leave to govern 
my own Servants Don't you know, when I am out 
of Temper, I won't be talk'd to ?—— Have not I Plague 
mough here, do you think? 

C 5. | Sia 
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Sir Gilb. Why, ay, that's true too why, yo 
confident Jade ! how dare you put my Lady into ſuch 2 
violent Paſſion ? 

Maid. Indeed, Sir, I don't know, not I. [ }himpering, 

L. Vr. Pray Mr. Wrangle, meddle with your own 
B iir eſs the Fault's to me, and, ſure, I am eld 
e ougk to correct her my ſelf. 

Sir Gilb. Why, what a dickens, may'nt I be of your 
— neither ? Sheart! I can't be in the wrong on both 

des. 
* Mr. I don't know any Buſineſs you have on either 


Sir Gilb. Nay, if a Man muſt not ſpeak at all, it's ans 


1 Lord ! ſtrangely teizi ell 
Vr. Lord! you are ſtrangely teizing—— Well, come 
ſpeak, what! — what ist you — ſay now? 

Sir Gilb, Nay, nothing, not I ; I only ask what's the 
Matter ? 

— Hr. I can't tell you, the Prorocation's too great for 
words. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! well! 

L. N. What here ſtill? Am I to have no account of 
it then? What have you done with it, you Monſter ? 

Aaid. Madam, the Cook took it out of my Hand, a» 
I was coming down Stairs with it; he ſaid he wanted 


it. 
L. Vr. The Cook ! run ! fly, and bid the Villain fend 
it me this moment. [Exit Maid. 
Sir. Gi/b. Why, what-the dickins ! the ſenſeleſs ade 
Has not given him a Flanders Lac'd-Head to boil his Cab 


__— has ſhe ? 
Vr. Pſhah ? do you ever fee me concern'd for ſuch | 


'Frifles? 
Sir Gi4. Or has ſhelet the Raſcal ſinge his Fowls with 
a Bank Bill ? | 

I. Vi. If ſhe had, do you think I would give my ſelf 
ſuch Pain about that either? | 

Sir Gilb. Hah ! this muſt be ſome abominable thing 
indeed then. „ 

L. Wr. Ihe Loſs, for ought I know, may be pen 
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g Gib. Oh! then ſhe has loſt your Diamond Neck- 
ict, I ſuppoſe. 

L. Wr. Pray don't plague me, tis impoſſible to expreſs 
the Wickedneis of it. 

Sr Gi/5. What! the Devil! the Cook has not got the 
gat with Child, has he? 

L Vr. Worſe ! worſe a thouſand times | 
dir Gilh. Worſe ! what than playing the Whore, or 
Thief? Then the Jade has certainly committed Murder. 

L. Vr. The moſt barbarous that ever was — 
dir Gitb. Hoh! then ſhe has broke Pug's Neck, to be 
| [ {/ide. 
L. Vr. The Changeling Innocent has given that ſa- 
Beaſt, the Cook, my whole new Tran{lation of the 
Rhea of Byölis, for waite Paper, to be torn or tortur d 
u a thouſand ſordid Uſes. 
Sir Gilb. Nay then ——- 
L Wr. And I have not another Copy in the World, 
fit were to fave Mankind from Extirpation. 
vir Gib. Pm glad on't with all my Heart; now could 
[hugh (if I durſt) moſt immoderately. [ Aide. 
L. Wr. Now, Miſtreſs ! have you brought it? | 
[Re-enter Maid. 
Maid. Madam, the Cook fays, he has skewer'd it on 
to the Roalt-Beef, and he can't take it of —he won't 
burn his Meat for no body, not he, he ſays. 
L. Wr. Here! call the Footman : He won't! bid 
them drag the Raſcal hither by the Ears, or I'll have 
them 2 down to the Dreſſer for his Impudence — 


II turn the Villain out of my Houſe this moment. 


[Exit Maid. 
vir Gi/þ. Come, come, my Lady, don't be in a Heat 
about a Trifle; I am glad to find it's no worte. 

L. Wr. Worſe ! had he robb'd the Hou'e, and after 
ird it, I could ſooner have forgiven him. 

= Gilb. Hah ! thank you for that, Madam, but 1 

not. 

L. Wr. You ! you ſhould not! What would be your 
Injury compar'd to mine? What I'm concern'd for, the: 
whole learned World, even to Poſterity, may feel e 
Laß of. | Sir 


C5 The RaruSALz er, 
Sir Gilb. Well! well! have a Patience ; may be 


the may get it oo 00 4 
my Lady Wra I e houghts of marryi 
my Daughter 7;, uf vie as for Sophronta, you — A 


I. * I know, 1 — 4 — ay ſhan't 
marry ; ſhe is a pert forwa ing, diſoblig'd 
me, and therefore ['ll puniſh her a think fit— 1 aal 
you won't name her to me, you ſee I have other thingy 
dg Head: all greas'd, and burnt to Aſhes, I ſup- 
E. 


\, Sir GiB, f ted daner wal 26 hes cnecher ts, T's 
= 


Enter ſeveral Servants with the Cook. 


L. N. O!] are you come at laſt, Sir? Pray, how durft 
you ſend me ſuch an impudent Anſwer ? 

Cook. I did not ſend an impudent Anſwer, Madam; | 
only ſaid the Meat would be {poil'd : But here ſhe comes, 
w_ m_—_ 4 I, 5 
thing at all and ſo every impertinent Jade 
upon her Oons ' a Man can't do his Buſineſs in 
quiet for them. 

L i». Hold your nonſenſical Tongue, Sir, and give me 
the Paper I ſent for. 

Cat. Paper! This is what ſhe gave me. 

[ Holds it on a Skewwer, all greaf. 

L. .. O my Heavens ! What a Speftacle ! not one 
Line legible, though an Empire were to purchaſe it. 
I. ook! look ! look ! you Moniter. [ Holding him. 

Sir gib. So! here will be rare Doings. 

Coo. Oocons! what a Life's here about a Piece of foul 
Paper ? 

L. Wr. A Life, you Villain ! your whole Life can't 
make me amends for what you have done ——L'Il have 
you beat out of this Houſe, till every Bone in your Body 
broke for this, Sirrah. 

Cook. Beat, Madam ! Blood! I won't be beat i did 
not come here for that I'll be out of your Houſe pre. 
fently — I'll fee who will break my Bones then an! 
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there's one of your Napkins, Madam : as for your Sheet 
: „there's a Half penny for't ; and now take your 
I know how to get my Wages, III warrant 
you-——T here's Law for Servants as well as other Peo- 
ple. [ Exit Cook. 
vir Gilb. Go ! go ! mind your Buſineſs, you filly Tom 
Ladk you. 

LW. Ay! this is always the Effect of your Indul- 

no wonder I have no power over them: if you 

Ee leaſt Grain of Spirit, you would have broke the 
Rafcal's Head for me. | 

Sir Gi/b. Pſhah ! there's no occaſion for it let's ſee ! 
kt's ſee ! — [Takes up the Paper.) Come, come, this 
matter may be made up without Bleodſhed ſtill ay. 
here! umh ! umh ! —— by the way I believe this Beef's 
mough, it ſmells bravely of the Gravy. 

LV. What l then I am your Jeſt, it ſeems. 

Sir Galb, ne By rh I tell you, IT am ſe- 

in to be read till. [ Reads. 


All a poor Maid could de ( the Gods, Pu ſure, 
Can tell) Te fuffer d to compleat my Cure— Cure! 


Soul got the foul Diſeaſe, I ſuppoſe. 
Wr. Your — Comment, Mr. Wrang/e, is more 
ing than the Inſolence of your Servants: But I 
tell you, Sir, I will never eat or in your 
Houſe more, if that Raſcal is not turn'd out of it this mo- 
ment. 


Maid. I hope your Ladyſhip is not in earneſt, Madam, 

L. Vr. What do you prate, Mrs. Minx ? 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, if Fohn's to be turn'd away, 
I ſhan't ftay in the Family: tor tho he is ſometimes a 


Hah, 
I. 
muſt 


little haſty to a body, yet I have reaſon to know he is an 
honeſt hearted Man in the main ; and I have too much 
kindneſs for him to ſtay in any Service, where he is to be 


L Wy. What you are in love wich him, Mrs. Trollop, | 
we you ? * [Cuffs her, 


Maid. 
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aid. Ods bo life ! Madam, I won't be ſtruck by no- 
body ; and if I do love him, what's that to any body ? 
and I don't know why poor Folks mayn't be in love as 
well as their Betters. 

Sir Gill. Come! come! hold your Tongue, Huſſy. 

Maid. Sir, I can't hold my Tongue ; though I can't 
ſay but your Worſhip's a very kind Maſter : But as for 
my Lady the Devil would not live with her; and ſo, Me 
dam, I defire you will provide yourſelf. [ Flings of. 

Sir Gi/b. Odzines, Madam, at this rate I ſhall have 
neither Dinner to eat, nor Bed to lie on: What Servants 
will bear this Life, do yeu think? You have no more 
"Temper than a Why how ſhould a filly Wench 
know what your impertinent Poetry was good for? 

L. r. Impertinent ! I'd have you know, Mr. Jpw- 
rant, there's not a Line in the whole, that has not the 
true Attick Salt in it. 


Sir Gi4b. Well! and now there's B»g/i6 Salt in it; 


and, I think, the Reliſh of one's as good as other. 

L. Wr. Mr. Wrangle, if you have no Senſe of the 
Soul's Diviner Faculties, know I have, and can reſent 
theſe vulgar Inſults. You ſhall find, Sir, that a ſaperior 
Underſtanding has a proportion'd Spirit to ſupport its 
Dignity. Let me have inſtant Reparation, or, by my 
injur'd Genius, I'll fet your Houſe and Family in a 
Blaze. [Ex. L. Wr. 

Sir Gilb. Why, then, blaze and burn by yourſelf ; 
for I'll go out of the Houfe. [Going off he is met h 


Frankly and Charlotte. 


Fran. Have you ſeen my Lady, Sir? 
Sir Gi/b, Yes, yes, I have feen her but 
I don't know ſhe — fie 
Fran. Don't come into it, I ſuppoſe. 
Sir Gi/b. Umh! no, not readity — in fkort, the Houſe 
is all untiled 
Char. Lord, Sir ! wkat filthy thing's this? [Seeing the 
P ever. 
Sir Gib. Ay, there's the Buſineſs —— a Brat of os 
Lady's Brain, that has get a Miſchance; that's all. 4 
ran 
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Fran. Some roaſted Poetry, I preſume. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; the, the, the Paſſion of Bible Babble ; 
don't know what ſhe calls it ; But ſhe has been in ſuch 
a Fume here, that half the Servants are going to leave 
the Houſe about it — Charlotte, you can wheedle upon 
Occaſion, prithee ſtep into the Hall, and fee if you can 
make up this matter among them. 

Char. Fil do my beſt, Sir. [Exit Char, 

Fran. Poor y! ſhe isa little apt to be over-con- 

cern d for her Poetry. 

Sir Gi/8. Concern'd ! Odsblews ! if a Line on't hap- 
to be miſlaid, ſhe's as mad as a blind Mare that has 
her Foal ; ſhe'll run her Head againſt a Stone-wall 

to recover it : All the uſe I find of her Learning, is, that 
— her with more words to ſcold with. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, Mr. Granger's come, and Mr. With; 

Sir Gi/. O! that's well! come, Mr. Frankh, let's all 
po the Dining- Room together ; may-hap, ſhe may 

aſham'd to be m a Paſſion before Company. 

Fran. At leaſt we may keep her within Bounds, Sir. 

Sir Gilb. You're right ! you're right! Ah! ies a very 
hard Caſe ! there's no Condition of Liſe without Plague 
and Trouble Why, moſt People think now I have 
Fortune enough to make ten Men of Quality happy 


And yet you ſee how oddly Things are carried; 
"Tis true, Im worth a Millan, but—PFm — 
X. 


ACT 
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ACT IV. 


Granger and Frankly. 


J N one word, Gr 
A (RS dangerous Fellow ; did not believe it 
2 "A. poſſible thy dlunt Humour could have 
oY concealed ſo exquiſite a Flatterer : Why 
chou art more in my Lady's Favour in 
half an Hour, than all my Art could make 
me in half a Year. 

Gren. Have I not always told you, Frankly, that one 
civil thing from a downright Dealer, goes farther than 
a thouſand from a Man of general Complaiſance? How 
do you think I YT "Credit with Sephrania not 
2 expected to do it). by an implicit Ad miration: 

the contrary, inſolently Looking at her — 
to Principles, which I would not her capable 
comprehend or practiſe. Now this parry pi 
her into an Impatience to mend my Opinion 
fo the more difficult I ſeem'd ww bs am A of he 
. to mend her Opinion 
me. 

Fran. And if thou haſt not done it effectually, I 
know nothing of the Sex : Why, ſhe bluſh'd, Man, 
_ a Damask Roſe, when you firſt came into the 

oom. 

Gran. Did not I tell you too, her Quarrel and Spleen 
to you would be of Service to me? 

Fran. O! palpably ! I was ready to burſt to ſee her 
_ and . at me, upon — growing particular 
to her 

Gran. And what pains ſhe took, to make you obſerve 
that ſhe overlook'd you? ha! ha! 


Fran 


„ thou art a very 
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Fran. Yes, I did obſerve, indeed, that the whole Din- 
ner-time ſhe was never two Minutes without ſtealing a 
Glance at you. 

Gran. O bleſs me ! I can't bear the Inſolence of my 
own Imagination! What a dear Confuſion will ſhe feel ? 
What a Vermilion Shame will fpread through all that 
lovely Form if ever her Fleſh and Blood thould hap- 
pen to mutiny ? : 

Fran. Which, to tell you the Truth, I think it does 


already. 

os. But the Misfortune is, I have flatter'd my Lady 
into ſo a Humour, by engaging to make out a fair 
Copy of er baſted Verſes there, that I doubt, ſhe won't 
he able to leave me alone with Sophronia. 

Fran. Never fear ; her Malice is too buſy, in ſetting 
Wilng againſt me, to interrupt you, 
Gran. There indeed I have ſome hopes. 

Fran. I believe I ſhall be able to aſũſt them, and in 
part to return the Favour you have done me with Sir 


| Sos. Any thing in m wer you may be ſure of----- 
but ſee, hr be * K 


Enter Sir Gilbert. 


Sir Gilb. O! your Servant, Gentlemen; I tcheught we 
had loft you. 

_ Gran. Your Pardon, Sir, we had only a word or two 
in private. 

Fran. We were juſt coming in to the Company. 

Sir Gi/b. In troth, and I can tell you, the ſooner the 
better; for there's my Lady and Charlatte are going to 
play all the Game upon us. 

ran. Never fear, Sir; as long as you have given me 
Leave to go Charhtte's halves, ſhe'll make the moſt of 
her Cards, I'll warrant you. | 

Sir Gib. I don't know that, but I am ſure Witling 
yonder is making the moſt of his time: his Wit, or his 
13 have got him into ſuch high Favour with my 

» that ſhe is railing at you like a Fury, and cry- 
ws 
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ing him up for an Angel: In ſhort, Charlotte has dif. 


cover d all your Affair with her, and has plainly told 
him you are his Rival. But it ſeems, Sir, your Preten. 
ſions are ſo ridiculous, that they are all three cracking 
their Sides in a full Chorus of laughing at you. 

Fran. Sir, I am oblig'd to you for your Concern ; but 
in all this, Charlotte is acting no wrong part, I can af 
ſure you. 

Sir Gib. No wrong part! Odſheart ! I tell you ſhe's 

vetting to him, with every wicked Limb about her— 
and is as full of her Airs there, a: a handſom Widow to 
a young Lord in the Lobby, when ſhe has a Suit depen- 
ding in the Houſe of Peers. 

2 

r 


an. Better ſtill, the more likely to carry her Cauſe, 


Sir Gilb. Carry her Cauſe ! carry her Coxcomb, Sir; 
for, you'll ſee, that will be the end on't : ſhe'll be carry'd 
off herſelf, Sir. Why, Man, be is going to beleaguer 
her with a whole Army of Fiddlers * ; there are 
fix Coach-loads of them now at the Doax, all tow'd fore 


Si 


and aft, with nothing but Caſes of Inſtruments: Sucha 


Concourſe of Cat guts, you'd ſwear one of their ſquab 
ing Eunuchs were roaſting alive here. 

Fran. Believe me, Sir, there is no Terror in all thi 
Preparation; for ſince you are pleaſed to think Mr. Gras- 
ger's Security and mine ſufficient againſt any Damage 
you can ſuffer from your Contract with W:tling, do 
you but ſtand it out ſtoutly with my Lady, and Pl en. 

age — diſmount his Muſical Battery with a Child: 
hiltle. 

Sir Gilb. My Lady! Pſhah! waw! What doſt talk of 
her, Man? Why I tell you, Dil put her into a Mouſe 


be drawn, Sir. | 

Sir Gi/b. That's enough; I have order d my Lawyer 
to ſend his Clerk with it, before he brings the Deed of 
Conſent that I am to fign to Witling : But give me Leave 
to tell you again, Gentlemen, I really don't underſtand 
the Girl's way of proceeding all this while. Fran. 


2 provided you engage to bring me off with Wit 
. | 
Gran. Your Security ſhall be ſign'd the minute it can 
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Fran. Why, Sir —— don't you know that Witling is 
the vaineſt Rogue upon Earth ? 

Sir Gilb. I grant it. 

Fran. And conſequently, that the Pride of outwitting 
you in your Daughter, gives him more Pleaſure than 
either her Perſon or her Portion? 

Sir Gi/b. Not unlikely. 

Fran. And can you think, that from the ſame natural 
lnſolence, he would not rather ſeem to owe his Triumph 
overa Rival too, rather to his own Merit, than any Acci- 
dent of Fortune ? 

vir Gill. I grant you that too. 

Fran. Why then, Sir, if Charlotte were to deſpiſe 
him, we are fure he world then inſiſt upon his 
Zargain 3 but while ſhe flatters him, and you and I on- 
ly laugh at him, he may be vain enough to truſt his 
Tnumph to her Choice and Inclinatien only. 

Sir Cilb. O now I begin to take you: So that, if he 
wnghtly handled among us, you propoſe that Charlotte + 
will be able to coquette him out of his Contra ct. 

Fran. Nay, it's her own Project, Sir; and I can't re- 
ily think we have an ill Chance for it at worſt :: But we 
mult leave it all to her now. In Love-Aﬀairs, you 


| know, Sir, Women have generally wiſer Heads than 


we. 
Sir Gilb. Troth ! I don't wholly diſlike it; and if I 
don't handle him roundly on my part 
Gran. Huſh ! my Lady | 
Fran. Anon Il tell you more, Sir. 


Enter Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 


L. Wr. Well, Sophronia, ſince I ſee this giddy Girl is 
wither to be form'd by Precept or Example; it's at leaſt 
me Conſolation, to find her natural Inconſtancy fo ef- 
kefually mortifies that vile Apoſtate, Frankly. 

Soph. Yet I am amaz'd he ſhould not be more mov'd 


| at her Infidelity. 


L. V. You know he's vain, and thinks his Merit 


from 
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from his Dream O! Mr. Granger! I am fory 
lefr us; I am perfectly kill'd with Laughing! There 

. Witling has ſuch infinite Humour Ife has en. 
tertain'd us more than ten Gomes P 

Gran. O! Pray, Madam, let us go in an ici 

L. V, By © nan ; he's 2 wich his Mit 
treſs, and 'twould be barbarous to interrupt them. 

Gran. His Miſtreſs, Madam 

L. Vr. Ay! with Charlotte; and, you know, Lover 
ſo near their Happineſs are apt to like no Company ſo 
well as their own. 8. 

Fran D'ye hear, Sir? [To Sir Gilb. apart. 

Sir Gib. I told you how it was. {To Fran, | 

L. Vr. Befice, he is to give us a little Mulick ; and 
I think this Room will be more convenient. | 

Gran. He is a fortunate Man indeed, Madam, to be 
fo well with the young Lady already. 


L. Vr. There's no accounting for that idle Paſhonin 


ancultivated Minds: I am not ſurpris d at her Forward 
neſs, conſidering the vulgar Education Mr. H#rangitha 
given her. 4 

Sir Gi/b. Odſheart, Madam! don't diſparage my Gul: 
She has had a more uſeful Education than your Lady 


ſhip. | 

E Vr. O! ne doubt] ſhe has ſhewn moſt hopeful E,. 
fects on't, indeed! by hanging upon every young Fel 
low's Neck, that does but ask her the Queſtion. 

Fran. Whatever Faults Charlotte may have, Madam, 
I never knew her take pleaſure in expoſing thoſe of o- 
ther People. | 

L. Vr. Ol cry you mercy, Sir; you have great rea- 
ſon to defend her, I don't queſtion : She is a Saint in 
your Eye, to be ſure. | 

Fran. Were ſhe weak enough to imagine a ſuperkic 
Learning could make her one, tis poſhble, her Failing 
then, like other People's, might have been more conſp- 
cuous. 
L. Vr. What do you mean, Sir? 
Fran. I mean, Madam, that as ſhe does not read i- 
Hetle, Plato, Plutarch, or Seneca, ſhe is neither W 
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ick or vain of her Pedantry ; and as her Learning ne- 
we went higher than Bickerftaff s Tatlers, her Manners 
ne conſequently natural, modeſt, and agreeable. 
Sir Gilb. Ah! well ſaid, Frankly. [Aldi. 
L. V. Since I am told you were once in love with 
her, I ſhall ſay no more, but leave her own immediate 
Behaviour to confirm your good Opinion of her Vir- 
tes. Ha ! ha! 
Gran. While the Lovers of this Ape, Madam, have 
ſdeprav'd a Taſte, we mult not nat, if our modern 
ine Ladies are apt to run into Coquetry : They are now 
forced to it in their own Defence ; if they don't make 
Advances, they ſtand as lonely and uſeleſs as unte nanted 
: ſo that Coquetry, it ſeems, is no more than ſet- 
ting @ Bill their , that Lovers in Diſtreſs 
may read = thay paſi Here are Night: Lodgings to 


L V.. Ol they are moſl boſpitable Dames indeed: 
Aker this, methinks, the more proper Appellation for 
Coquetres ſhould be that of Landladies. 

FM Servant whiſpers L. Wr. 
Orders my ſelf. [Fxit. 
any one alive, that looks upon the 
Mankind with ſo diſcerning an Eye as Mr. 
anger ; but I am afraid it will therefore draw him into 
Misfortune, of being as odĩous to the Illiterate of his 
as I am to thoſe of mine. 
juſt a Reaſon, Madam, for your 
22 ion of me, as it is for my per- 
ſect Iration of you, we ſhould each of us have it l 
ny Friends as any wiſe Man or Woman ought 1. 


come, and gi 
Soph. I don't 


Fran. Do you mind that, Sir ? [ {has te 
vir Cilb. A fly Rogue! He knows how to tickle her 
wp, I fee. [ Apart. 


Soph. And yet the rude World will ſay, perhaps, chat 
ur mutual Enmity to them has reduc'd us to a Friend- 
ſkip for one another. 
Y That's a R 


can never reach you, Ma- 
3 fo much Beauty cannot but have its Choice of 


Friends 
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Friends and Admirers : a Form fo bright and perfts, 
like a Comet in the Hemiſphere, where'er it comes, mag 
ſet Mankind a gazing. 

Soph. Fy ! Mr. Granger 

Sir Gi4b. What a dickens ! will ſhe ſwallow that blz. 


Star now ? [ 4part, 
ran. Ay, as he hath dreſs'd it, and drink after it tos, 
Sir Adar 


Soph. I mind not Multitudes. 
Gran. Pardon me, I know you have a Soul above then; 
and I really think it the Misfortune of your Perſon, © 
have been ſo exquiſitely fair, that where your Virtue would 
preſerve, your Eyes deltroy ; they give involuntary Love: 
where er you paſs, in ſpite of all your Innocence, 
wound F uvenumque prodis Publica Cura. 

Soph. Alas! my Eyes are turn'd _ ſelf: and ſo 
little do I mind the Follies of other People, thar I ſome 
— my ſelf alone, in the midſt of a Publick Cu. 
— — — 1 

are gener e up terate 8 
that when they 2 themſelves in the wor 
Company; and fo are reduc'd to came abroad, tho mere 
1 EI 8 

8 Charms then can you 
have for a World, that has hs few for met Beſide, at 
moſt, the Men of modern Gallantry gaze upon 2 Wo- 
man of real Virtue, only as Atheiſts look into a five 
Church; from Curioſity, not Devotion: They may at 
mire its Ornaments and Architecture, but have neither 
Grace nor Faith for farther Adoration. 

Gran. All Men are not Infidels ; of me, at leaſt, you 
have a Convert: And tho' the ſenſual Practice of the 
World had made me long deſpair of ſuch Perfection ina 
mortal Mould ; yet, when the Rays of Truth Celeſtial 
broke in upon my Senſe, my conſcious Heart at once 
confeſs'd the Deity : I proſtrate fell a Proſelyte to Vir. 


tue; and now, its chaſte Deſires enlarge my Soul, and 


raiſe hick Joy. 
— Celefial Tranſports g 
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Sir. Cilb. O dear ! © dear! was ever ſuch a wicked 
Thief! Odſheart! he'll make her go to Prayers with 
him preſently. [ Hides 

. No more— we are obſerv'd : Theſe Heaven-born 
Emanations of the Soul deſire not vulgar Ears Some 
fiter time may offer — till when 

Gran. Till then— be huſh'd our Joys. {[Gran. /eaves 

ber, and joins the Men, while Soph. walks apart muſing |] 

Soph. Our Joys indeed] ſuch was, in Paradiſe, our firit 
Parents Toy, before they fell from Innocence to Shame. 

Fran. [To Gran. ] Why did you not goon with her? We 
thought you were in a fine way: Sir Gilbert and I were 
jut going to ſteal off. 

Gran. Soft and fair, Sir : A Lady of her Delicacy muſt 
be carried, like a 'Taper new lighted, gently forward; 
if you hurry her - out the goes. 

Sir Gi. You're right, you're right Now you ſhall 
te me manage her a little; I'll ſpeak a goed word for 

a hum 

Gran. Huſh !— not for the World, Sir Death ! you'll 
oil all don't you ſee ſhe is in Contemplation ? 

Sir Gi/b. What if ſhe be, Man? we muſt not humour 
her, till ſhe is ſtark mad neither. Sophronia! how doſt 
thou do, Child ? 


Soph. [ Repeating. ] —— The Earth 
Gave fign of Gratulation, and each Hill: 
Foyous the Birds ; freſh Gales and gentle Airs 
Whiſper'd it to the Woods, and, from their Wings 
Flung Roſe, flung Odours, from the juicy Shrub 
Di/por ting 


vir Gilb. Very . proteſt very — Theſe 
morous Scraps of Fancy in thy Head 41 
Love is not far from thy Heart, Sophy. 

Soph. Love, Sir. was ever in my Heart; but ſuch a 


Love, as the blind Homer of this Briti/h Ile, in rhymleſs 


Harmony ſublimely fings ———— 
vir Gib. Well, and prithee what does be ſay "I 
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Soph. w—— — [ove refeaes 
The Meng ht, and Heart enlarges ; has his Seat 
In Reaſon, and is judicious, is the Scale, 
By which to Heavenly Love thou mayft aſcend. 


Sir Gib. Very good again; and troth, I'm to 
hear thou art ſo heartily reconcil'd to it. on 


Soph. Eaſſer than Air with Air, if Spirits embraa, 
Total they mix, Union of Pure with Pure 


Defring 


Sir Gilb. Ah! there I doubt we are a little crazy, 

LA. 
Soph. This Iron Age, ſo fraudulent and bold, 

Touch'd with this Love, would be an Age of Gall, 
Sir Gi/b. O-lud! O-lud ! this will never do. [A 
Gran. So! ſhe has given the old Gentleman his Belh- 
fall, 1 ſee : Well, Sir! how do you find her? 
Sir Gi/b. Ah! poor Soul! pitrous bad! All upon the 
Tantivy again! You muſt &en undertake her yourſel; 


for I can do no good upon her ——— But here cones 


Love of another kind. 
Enter Charlotte, Witling, and Lady Wrangle. 


Char. O Siſter! here's Mr. Vitling has writ the pm 
tieſt Cantata iure, that ever made Muſick enchanting, 

Soph. I am glad, Siſter, you are reconcil'd to an d 
his Performances. 

Wit. O ty! Madam, ſhe only rallies — A ne 
Trifle. 

Fran That I dare ſwear it is. 

Wit. Ha! ha! no doubt on't; if you could light i. 


it maſt be an extraordinaiy Piece indeed, Tom. Nou, 


my lucle Rogue, we havc crabb'd him already. 


Aide to C. 


L. Vr. 


E 
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L V. Mr. Frani! is am er modern Critick, that 
nakes perſoual Incl, tion ho of * Judgment; 
hut to condemn what ne Ko a. i, ma dag ort 
Work indeed. 

Fran. Wi h Submt (ion. , 1 can ſce no great 
Riſhneis in preſuming that a Magpye can't ing like a 


Nightingate. : 
Wit. No, nor an Owl lool like a Peacock neither: 
Ha! ha! 


L. Wr. and Char. Ha! ha! ha! 

L Vr. Perteci'y pleatant. 

Char. O]! Wit to an Infinity! 

Fran. Much god may do you with your Canary- 
Bird,, Madam. i To Char. 

Char. O! dir. I am forry you are exhauſted ; wut when 
Wit's upon the Lee, no Worn reit runs into Kudeness. 

Fran. I don't wonder at mv not hitting your Jaſte, 
Madam, when inch Stuff this can go donn with you. 

Wit. My Seuff, dear Ter:. was compos'd purely for 
the Entertainment of this 1:dy ; and ice fe likes it, 
I will allow, that you, of al! Manlcind, have ul reaſon 


to find fault with it. Ha! hu! 


Char. Nay. if he ſhould lib e it, even I will then gire 
tupto the World as good ter nothing. 

Fran. Then it's in canger, I can tell you, Madam; 
for I ſhall! certainly like it, becauſe, I am ture, it will be 
good for nothing. 

Char. A ple ant Paradox. 

Fran. None :it all, Madam; for fince I find vour 
Heart is like Stock, to be trans ferr'd upon a Bargain, 
it will be ſome pleaſure, ar leaſt, to fee tnz Grotine(s of 
jour Choice revenge me on your Infidelity. 

Wit. Poor To: What are the Grapes four, my 
Dear ? Ha! ha! 

Char. Pſhahl never wind him: The Cantata, dear 
Mr Witling, the Cor tata. 

L. Vr. O! by all means; pray cblige us, Sir. 

Wit. Immediately, Madam; bur all things in order. 
ir vi-e me leave to reg ale the zoo Company with a 
Crach ot Iaticumenta!. f 

L. . 
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/ 

L. V. As you pleaſe, Sir. 

Wit. Hey! Sigmor Carbonelli ! Vi Piace d intrare? 

| [The Muſick enter, 

L. Vr. Mr. Granger, won't you pleaſe to fit ? 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay, come, Gentlemen; but in earnefl, 
does this Puppy really pretend to ſing ? 

Fran. Much as he pretends to Wit, Sir ; He can make 
a noiſe at leaſt. 

Sir G:/6. But the Whelp has no Voice. 

Fran. O! Sir, that's out of faſhion: Your beſt Ma- 
ſters ſeldom have any. 

Sir Gig. Then I would not give a Fig for their 
Muſick, Sir; I would as lief ſee a Cripple dance: But 
let's hear what the Fidd les can do. [They play a Sonata] 
Well! and what! we are to ſuppoſe this is very fine 
now, ba 

Fran. No doubt on't, Sir! at leaſt it will not be fafe 
to ſay the contrary. 

Sir Gi/b. Well! well! for a quiet Life then, very fine 
let it be; but I wiſh I could hear a Lancaſsire Hornpipe 
fer all that. 

L. Vr. Come, dear Sir, no more Apologies. 

[To Witling, 

Gran. See, Sir, Mr. Wit/ing is going to entertain us, 

Sir Gi/b. Ay ! that mutt be rare Stuff indeed. 

Wit. Upon my Life, Madam, I have no more Voice 
than a Kettle Drum; beſide, this is for a Treble, and out 
of my Compaſs. 

Char. O! no matter; feign it, der Mr. Wit/ing ! 

Wit. I would fain oblige you, Madam; but yet, me- 
thinks, nothing done, to pleaſe you, ſhould be feign'd 
neither, Madam. 


Fran. Hah! he would fain be witty, I ſee; but dont 


trouble yourſelf, Madam, he has as much mind to fing 
as you have to hear him: Tho', Heaven knows, hi 
Voice is like his Modeſty, utterly forced; Nature has 
nothing to do with either of them. | 

Wit. Whatever my Modeſty is, dear Tom, thy Unes 


ſineſs I am ſure is natural; that comes from thy Heart, 


I dare anſwer for it. Ha! ha! ha! 
Fras. 
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Fran. O thou happy Rogue 
Wit. But, Madam, if I fing, you ſhall promiſe me 
to dance then. 
Char. Ol] any Compoſition ; I'Il do it with all my 
Heart. 
L. V But the Words firſt; dear Sir, read them 


Wit. Well, Ladies, fince you mult have it —— 

Sir Gilb. He is a curſed while about it, metatalks — 

Wit. You mult know, then, this Carnrata is of a 
different Species from the Pafion generally expre{s,'d 
in our modern Operas; for there you ſce your Lover 
uſually approaches the fair Lady wich Sighs, Tears, 
Torments, and Dying: Now here, I ihe» you the way 


| of making Love like a pretty Fellow; that is, like 
a Man of Senſe, all Life and Gaiety As tor 
example. 
Char. Pray mind. 
Wit. [ Reading. ] 


Thus to à penſive Swain, 
Who long had lowv'd in vain, 
Thyrſis the ſecret Arts 
Of gaining Hearts 
From cold Diſdain, 
To his deſpairing Friend imparts. 


Wit. So far Recitative — Now for the Air — A 
bum! hum ! 


Soph. Don't you think, Mr. Granger, that the double 
Dative Caſes of to @ penſive Swain, to his de- 
Heiring Friend, almoſt reduce mis to Nonſenſe ? 

Gran. Juitly obſerv'd, Madam; but you know, Non- 
and Harmony are reconcil'd of late. 


Wit. Would you woo ber 
With Succeſs ? 
Up to her, 
Purſue her 
With Liſ and Addre/:, 
D 2 If 
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If Gay, 
Shew her Play; 
If colder, 8 
Be boider : 


Now ſeixe her, 
And teize her, 
And hiſs her, 

And pleaſe her, 


225 Till ripe for the Foy. 


You warm her, 

Alarm her, þ 
Di/arm her, 

You charm her, 


4 warrant thee, Boy. 


Part II. 


But to pine and languiſh, 
Or fieh your Angui/b 
To the Air, — 
Is fruitleſs Pain, 
Indur d in vain : 
Silent Waes and Looks of Care, 


Hill never, never win the Fair. 


End with the firſt Strain 
it. Ah you little Rogue. [To Charlatt. 
L. Vr. Infinitely pretty ! Nothing ſure was ever fo 


muſical. | 
Char. Sing it, ſing it, dear Mr. Witling; I ama 
Tiptoe to hear it. 
Wit. Well, Madam, if you can bear it in a Falſet, 
| [ He ſing, 


\ Char 


——___ 
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Char. O Caro] Caro | 


Wit. Anima mia 

gebb. [To Gran ] How happy are the Self-conceited ! 
and yet, If he had not ſung now, this V rerch's Folly and 
[gnarance had been leſs conſpicuous 

Gran. Right, Madam; but you know a lan muſt 
have Variety of Parts to make an accompliiti Cox- 


$2ph. I ſcaree think Poetry is more abus'd than Mu- 
fick, by its vain Pretenders, | 

Gran. And vet it is hard to fay. Madam, whether 
thoſe Pretenders, or the falſe Tale @& our modern 
Admirers, have more contributed to the Abuſe of ei- 
ther, 

Wit. But come, Madam, now your Promiſe; your 
Airs only [To Char.] can give a Bonne Bouche to our 
Entertainment. 

Char. Well; fince I gave my Word, I'll uſe no Ce- 
remony. | 

Soph. What! more Folly ? I grow tired: Shall we 
walk into my Library ? there we may raid our 
Thoughts. 

Gran, You charm me, Madam; I thirſt, methinks; 
for a clear Diaught of Helicon. 

Soph. Take no leave but follow me. | 

Ze. Soph. and, Gran. 

Wit. E ben Senate. [Charlotte dances ] Eb! Viva 
viva! All Enchantmenc, Madam; no ten thouſand An- 
gels ever came up to it. | 

L. Vr. It cannot be deny'd but Charlatte has an 
external Genius, ſhe wants no perſenal Acquiſitions ; 
but tis great pity the Application they have colt her, 
man laid out upon the Improvement of her Under- 

ing. 

Wit” O. pardon me, Madam; as long as there is a 
good Underſtanding between her and me, what's matter 
which of us has it, you know, 

Sir G:/b. Ay, but there's the Queſtion, which of you 
tis that has it: for if one of you has it, I am ſure two 


wil never come together. 


D 3 Fran. 
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Fran. Well ſaid! at him, Sir. DAA. 

Mit. Look you, Sir Gilbert; you may fancy your 
fair Daughter and I are a Couple of Fools, if 
pleaſe; but if one of us had not been wiſer than her 
Faiher, we could never have had a Right to come to- 
gether, in ſpre of his teeth; that's certain: Ha! 
ka! ha! 

L. >. Pardon me, Mr. Witling ; you under mte 
your Merit: for you had been ſure of my Conſent, 
without vour Contruct, 

Mit. Ay, Madam, that was only a fooliſh Modeſty, 
that 1 could not fhake off; therefore I hope you 
will excuſe me, if | durſt not think Merit alone wa 
a ſufficient Bait to bob Sir C. het out of his Conſent! 
Ha! ha! 

Sir Gib. You are a very merry Grig, Sir; but have 
a care you are not bobb'd yourſelf: Stay till you win, 
— you laugh; for you are not yet married, I pre. 
ume. 

Wit. Why no, nor you bave not ſupp'd yet; yet! 
hold Gold to Silver, we both eat before we | 

Sir Gilb. Why! do'ſt thou think the Girl is in halte 
to marry thee to-night? 

Mit. I don't fay that neither: But, Sir, as long 281 
have a ſufficient Depoſite of the Lady's Inclinations, to 
aniwer for the reſt of her Premiſes, you will give me 
leave not to be afraid of her looking out for a new 
Chap in the mean time, Sir. 

Sir Gilb. A Depoſite why wouldſt thou perſuade me 
the Girl can be Fool enough to hke thee? 

Wit. I- gad, I don't know how 'ts, but ſhe has Wit 
enough, it ſeems, to make me think ſo — but 
: you won't take my word, let her anſwer for het 

If. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, that I ſhould be glad to hear. 

Wit. Ha! ha! Lged this is a pleaſant Queſtion in- 
deed —— Madam, are not you willing, (as ſoon as the 
Church-Books can be open) to make a Transfer of your 
whole Stock of Beauty, for the conjugal Ules of your 
humble Servant“ * 


ſide. 
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Char. Indeed, Papa, I won't ſuppoſe that can be 2 


on. 

Wit. A Hum ! your humble Servant, Sir. 

Char. Beſide, are not you oblig'd to ſign a ſurther 
Deed of Conſent to Mr. Witling ? 

Sir Gi/b., Yes, Child; but the ſame Deed reſerves to 
ou a Right of Refuſal, as well as to him. 

Char. That I underſtand, Sir; and there's one can 
witneſs for whom I have reſerv'd that Right of Re- 
fatal. [ Pointing to Fran, 

Wit. Your humble Servant. again, Sir; ha! na! ha! 

L. V. I am amaz'd, Mr. Wrangle, you could think 
he could be under the leatt Difficulty in the Choice. 

Fran. And yet, Madam, there are very innocent La- 
dies, that have made a Difficulty of changing their Incli- 
nations in half an hour. 

L. Vr. A Woman of ſtrict Virtue, Sir, orght ty have 
no Inclinations at all : or, if any, thoſe only of being 
obedient to the Will of her Parents. 

Wit. O!] let him alone, Madam; the more he rails, 


| the more I ſhall laugh, depend upon't; the Pain of a 


Rival is the pleaſanteit Game in the World: his wiſhing 
me at the Devil, is juſt the ſame thing as if he wiſh'd me 
Joy! ha ! ha! ha! 

Sir Gi/35. Well, Sir, all I ſhall fay, is, that if the Girl 
— Senſe, thy Contract mutt ſtill be good fur 
nothing. 

Wit Right! and if you had had common Senſe, I am 
ſure you would never have made it; not but to do you 
Juſtice, Sir Gilbert, I muſt own you have Wit in your 
way too, though it's of a very odd Tun, I grant 


Sir G:/þ. Sir, I diſowu my Pretenſions to any, if ever 

you had Senſe enough to find it out. 
Wit. Sure you forget, my dear Sir Gil. Don't you 
remember once I did find it out? Did not I lily catch 
ou in St. What-de-callum's Churchyard, with your Ta- 
book, taking dead Peoples Names from the Tomb- 
tones, to fill up your Liſt of your third Subſcription, 
that you might be ſure of — that would never come 
4 to 
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t+ claim it? and then pretended to all your Friend; 
y-u were fol! : There, at leaſt, you had more Wu 
to keep People cut. than auy Man living had to 


in grant „eu, your Litt was dead ſure ! ha 
he : 115. 

Sir Gil. Why, ay, this Hor ſenſieal Story now paſſe 
for Wit, I woriart among you Cre” aid Vern 


Sprrks it Garrgavay's ; bit much good way do yeu 
with your Jeſt. as long as we have your Money among 
us: I be ieve tu. be no hard matter to bite mott of 
your ot Ficecs ct welore it be long; and if You 
drive en as youu ein do do, e ſhall make bold to 
fer eme of you cewn where we took you up, odſheart 
L Kins! 

Mit. Nav. I grant yon, to do yoar own Bu 
neit, you mult do other Peoples too; but if all the 
yours Fellows ef Dreſs and Pleaſure would follow me, 
I wou!d undertake to lead you a Dance for all tha, 

Sir Gi/b. And, pray, what would you have then 
. do ? 

W:t Why ? do! as ycu do; nothing that you fre- 
end to co: or Go, as | did, every thing as you whit 
per'd me rot to do. I minded what ycur Broker id, 
net what yeu hid, my Dear? And if every Gentle 
run doubt but buy, when you adviſe him to ſell; o 
ell Muhen you adviſe him to buy, twould be impoſſible 
0 go out of the way : Why! 'tis as plain a Road Man, 
as tom Hide Park Corner to Kenſington 

Sir Gib. Sir, you tzke a great dea of liberty with 
my Character; ir ſomuch, that I muſt tell you, I an 
not ſure | won't pay the Forfeit of my Contract, n. 
ther than part with my Daughter to a Coxcomb —— 
and fo take it as you will, 

L. Ir. Mr. Wrangle ! what do you mean by this 
Brutality ? 

Fran. Mr. Witling, Madam, will take nothing ill, 
that I thirk fit to juſtify, I am ſure. 

Hit. No, faith! you need not fear it; I'll marry be- 
fore L' fght. depend upon't. Ha! ha! 

L. Vr. Mir. Witling, I beg ycu come away this mo- 

| | ment 
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ment —— I'Il undertake to do your Merit Juſtice: I 
ſee who dares pretend to govern in this Family beſide 
myſelf. Charlotte, give him your Hand — Come, Sir — 

[Exit L. Vr. 

Wit. I am all Obedience, Madam — your humble 
Servant, Mr. Frankly —— — - Would you woo her 

[Exit ſinging, with Charlotte. 

Fran. Admirably well done, Sir! you have work'd 
his Inſolence to rare Order. Now, if you can but 
tand it out as ſtoutly with my Lady, our Buſineſs is 
done. 
Sir Gib. If! — Will you ſtand by me? 

Fran. Will you give me your Authority, Sir, to 
handle her roundly, and make her kuow who ought 
to be her Maſter? 

Sir Gi/b. My Authority! ay, and Thanks into the 
Bargain come along, I'll ſend for the Lawyer 
now Mr. Frankly, my Blood riſes at her, the ' 
ſhall find I'll vindicate the Honour of the City, and, 
from this moment, demoliſh her Petticoat-Govern-- 
ment. 

Fran. Well faid; I'll warrant you, Sir. 


[Exeunt. 


[ ACT: 
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Sir Gilbert and Frankly. 


Sir G 1LBERT. 


V dear Frankly, I could not reſt till Thad 
FL thee alone again; thou haſt gain d up 
BR me for ever: your vindicating the Huy 
PI band's Authority, and taking my Wie 
a= a Peg lower before my Face, * tickled 
AZ my * to that degree, that, odaoo [ 


could it in my Heart thou hadſt been married to | 


her. 

Fran. O! I ſhould be loath to have robbed you, Sir, 
of that Happineſs. 

Sir Giib. A hum ! you are right, you are right; [I dil 
not think of that indeed: Well ! it's a very odd thing 
now, that a Wife will ſooner be kept under by ay 
Man than her Husband : Why the Duce can't I govem 
her ſo ? 

Fran. There's no great Secret in the matter, Sir ; for 
take any Couple in Chriftendom, you will certainly find, 
that the more troubleſome of the two is always Head d 
the Family. | 

Sir Gib. By my troth, I believe you are right; and 
ſince the War is begun, I'Il' make a fair Puſh for't. | 


am reſolv'd now to thwart her in every thing; and if | 


Granger has but Wit enough to talk Sophronia into 
her Senſes; that is, if he can but convince her that ſhe 
is Fleſh and Blood, and born to breed, like other We- 
men; odzooks! he ſhall marry her immediately: TI 
plague her Ladyſhip that way toe. 


_— 
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" Fran. That way! Ol ay, it's true: for I think I 
have heard you ſay, Sir, that if either of your Daugh- 
ters die unmarried, my Lady 1s to inherit their For- 


tanes. 
Sir Gi/b, Ay, ay; there the Shoe pinches, Man; ſhe 


would be as much an Enemy to Granger, as ſhe is to 
you, if ſhe could in the leaſt ſuſpect he would ever make 
any thing of it with Sophronia. 

Fran. And, if I don't miſtake, Sir, Granger is in fair 
way there too; for, to my knowledge, he has been 
lock'd up with her this half hour, here in her Library. 

Sir Gi/b. The Dickens! 

Fran. Did not you obſerve them ſteal off together juſt 
after the Muſick ? 

Sir Gib. I wender'd, indeed, what was become of 
them; by the Lord Harry Iam glad of it | muſt 
have a Peep at them. [Goes to the Key hole.) Odſo! they 
are juſt a coming forth. 

Fran. We had beſt be out of the way then, that we 
may not diſturb them. 

Sir Gib. No, no, I'll warrant you: Prithee let us 
ſtand behind this Skreen, and obſerve what paſſes. 

Fran. Quick ! quickly then; here they come. 

[They retire. 


_ Enter Granger with Sophronia. 


Soph. O Granger! ſtill preſerve this Purity, 
And my whole Soul will open to receive thee : - 
Porget, like me, thy Sex, how ſweetly may 
We paſs our Days in rational Defire ! 
Thou ſeeſt, I own, without a Bluſh, my Love, 
For Bluſhes only riſe from guilty Flames; 
When Conſcience driven, reluctant to the Crime, 
Leaps to the Face, and marks the Cheek with Shams : 
But the chaſte Heart, ſublim'd by purer Fires, 
Knowing no conſcious Fear, Reſerve, or Guile, 


Gives, with unbounded Frankneſs, all its Store, 


And 


84 Tre RERFPUS AL; er, 


And only bluſhes that it gives no more. 
Cran. Hear this, ye bright immortal Choirs above, 
And own that human Souls, like you, can love. 
Sir G46. Tleyday ! this is downright Love ina Trage- 
dy! Well he's a comical Thief. 
Frau. Huh! let him go on, Sir. 
Seh. Can you forgive the tedious Baniſhment, 
Which my Diſtruſt and Drea i impo, d on you? 
Gran. Can I reproach you for fo jull, ſo kind 
A Fear? While thro' the general Race of Man, 
A ſenſual and infectious Paiſion rages, 
Gi ing. from Sex to Sex, the mortal Tainture. 
Can I complain, if, to preſerve yourſelf. 
From the Contagion, you've perhaps enjoin'd 
The Healthy to perform his Quarantine ? 
But landing thus, upon my native Soil, 
I leave my. Sufferings paſt behind, and think 
The Preſent now is all that's left of Time, 
Or worth my Care. 
Soph. Bluſh ! bluſtr! ye baſe degenerate World, 
That boaſt the Bliſs of greſs connubial Love: 
Can you wear human Forms, yet ſee the prone, . 
The Brute Creation, equal your Defires ? 
Had you or Souls or Senſe refin'd, you'd form 
Your Wiſhes worthy your ſuperior Being; 
Curb, with Imperial Reaſon, lawleſs Nature, 
And reach, like us, the Joys of Love Seraphick. 
Gran. O Harmony of Hearts! O ſpotleſs Paſſion ! 
Here, on this Hand, the Altar of my Vows, 
I ofer up my purer Part, my Soul 
To thine, and {wear inviolable 


Soph, ————— — — 


Hold ! 
Paſſions, like ours, no formal Vows require; 
For Vows ſuppoſe Diſtruſt, or faithleſs Love, 
The frail Security of tenſual Flames; 
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zut where the Pure, with the Pure Soul unites, 

The ſimple Hand, thus given, and receiv'd, ſuffices. 
Gran. Let then this Hand my tpotleſs Heart reſign. 
Soph. Thus in exchange I blend my Soul with thine. 
Sir Gilb. So! they are got to Hand and Heart alrea- 

ty, but now, now for a Touch at the reſt of her Pre- 
iſes. 

"oa Nay, dear Sir, be eaſy. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! I will. 

Soph. And now, no more Sophronia, but thy Friend ; 
de both my Name and Sex from hence forgotten. 

Gran. No: 

Let me remember ftill that thou art fair; 

For were there no Temptation in thy Beauty, 

Where were the Merit of ſuch hard Reſiſtance ? 

Indeed, my Friend, tis hard ! 'tis hard Reſiſtance ! 

The Organs of my Sight, my Ear, my Feeling, 

As Iam made of human Mold, in ſpite 

Of me, exert their Functions, and are pleas'd ; 

| view thee with Delight, I hear with Tranſport, 

And thy Touch is Rapture 
Soph. How fares my Friend? 
Gran. Like the poor Wretch, that parches ina Fever, 

With fatal Thirſt, yet begs for preſent Eaſe 

To drink, and die 
Soph. From whence this new Diſorder ? 

Gran, Tell me, Sophronia, is my Virtue blameful, 

Becauſe my Senſes act as Nature bids them? 

Am I in fault, if the ſharp Winter's Froft 

Can chill my Limbs, or Summer's Sun will ſcorch them 

What Matter can reſiſt the Elements ? 

Rivers will freeze, and ſolid Mountains burn; 

What Bodies will not change ?—Thus the tall Oak— 
Though from our meaner Flames ſecure, 

Muſt that, which falls from Heaven, endure. 


8.5. 
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Soph. Where has he learn'd this Art of uno ffending 


dy li. 
Gran. Canit thou reproach me then, if while thy Beau 
ties, 
With ſuch a Blaze of Charms invade my Senſe, 
My human Heart's not 1 againſt their Power? 
Soph. Reproach thee ! No; Bodies are but the Shell, 
Or Huts, that cover in the Soul, and are, 
Like other Fabricks, ſubject to Miſchance : 
The Cells of Hermits may be fir'd ; but none 
Reproach the Wretch that ſuffers by the Flame. 
Gran. O Sophronia ! canſt thou forgive me then, 
That my material Droſs thus burns before thee ? 
That my whole Frame thus kindles at thy Beauty? 
And even warms my Soul with fond Defire ? 
Like an impatient Child it languiſhes, 
And pines for Wants unknown, it ſighs, it pants, 
To be indulg'd upon thy friendly Boſom, 
To fold thee in my tender Arms, to talk, 
And gaze, with mutual ſoft Benevol: nce 
Of Eyes, as Giving were our only Pleaſure. 
Sir Gi/b. Adod ! I believe, he's in earnett, he make 
me half in loveto hear him. 
Soph. Is it poſſible? Can then 
Such Softneſs mingle with corporeal Paſſion? [Ae 
Gras. Bat while the Soul alone is ſuffer'd to 
Poſſeſs, and bars my mortal Part from Joy; 
My poor repining Senſes murmur at 
Their Fate, and call thy Purity unjuſt, | 
To ſtarve the Body, while the Mind knows Plenty; 
Yet, like a Churl, engroſſes whole the Feat. 
My Senſes claim a Share from Nature's Law ; 
They think, with a more melting Soſtneſs, they 
Could love, and even inform the Soul with Rapture. 
Sir Gill. Ay; now! we begin to work her, 


Gras; 
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Gran. Conſider them, as part of me, thy Friend, 

Thy Friend may ſure be truſted with your Pity ! 

O! relieve them ! give me ſome Sign at leaſt, 

One kind Embrace, or a chaſte Siſter's Kiſs, 

In certain Proof that thou art ſtill my Friend, 

That yet thou hat'ſt me not I ask no more. 

Soph. Pignora certa petis ? do Pignora certa — Timends. 
Gran. Does then thy Fear alone refuſe me? O Sophronia/ 

Why, why muſt Virtue be this Foe to Nature ? 

Why fet our Senſes, with our Souls, at variance, 

As Heaven had form'd thee fair — to kill thy Friend. 
Soph, What means my throbbing Heart? © Virtue ! now! 

Now ſave me from unequal Nature's Power ! 

Now guard me from my ſelf ——and hide my Shame 
Gran, Muſt I then periſh? will my Friend forſake me? 
Soph. O Cranger! I am loſt — thou haſt undone me 

I am fallen, and thou wilt hate me now. | 
Gran. O Sophronia /! 

Soph. Lend me thy Arm, ſupport me 

Thy melting Plaints have ſtole upon my Heart, 

And ſoften me to Wiſhes never known before. 

Gran. O the tumultuous Joy! [She inks into his Arms, 
Sir Gilb. Ah! dead! dead! we have her, Boy ! we 
have her. 
Gran, See how ſhe pants ! 
How, like a wounded Dove, ſhe beats her Wings, 
And trembling hovers to her Mate for Succour. 
© the dear Confuſion ! Awake, Sophronia / 
Now wake to new and unconceiv'd Delights, 
Which faint Philoſophy could never reach, 
Which Nature gave thee Charms to taſte and give. 
Soph. O! I could wiſh, methinks, for ev'ry Power, 
That might have Charms, for thee: Thy Words, 
Like Hyb/a Drops, diſtill upon my Senſe, 
And I could hear thee talk for ever. 


Gran, 
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Gran. O be but thus for ever kind, thy Eyes 
Will find new Subjects for eternal Talk, 
And everlaſting Love: Bluſh not, my Fair, 
That thou art kind ; thy Heart has only paid 
To Love, the Tribute due from Nature's whole Creation; 
For Wiſdom to his Power oppos d, is Folly : 
Hear how the Britiſb Nrgil ſings his Sway; 


* Thus every Creature, and of every Kind, 

The ſecret Joys of mutual Paſſion find; 

* Not only Man's Imperial Race, but they 

* That wing the liquid Air, or ſwim the Sea ; 

Or haunt the Deſart, ruſh into the Flame; 

For Love is Lord of All, and is in All the ſame. 
[Ex. Gran. and Soph 


Sir Gilb. O rare Philoſophy ! O fine Philoſophy ! dain- 
ty Phi by ! ho! [ Singing. 

Fran. Ha! ha! ha! that muſt be a pleaſant fort of 
Philoſophy indeed, Sir, that pretends to be wiſer than 
Nature. Platonick Love is a mere Philoſopher's Stone; 
when different Sexes once come to lay their Heads tog 
ther about it, the ProjeCtion's ſure to fly in Fums. 

Sir Gi/b. Fumo! ay, I warrant you. A handſome Wench, 
that ſhuts her ſelf up two or three Hours with a young 
Fellow, only out of Friendſhip, is making a hopeful Ex- 

iment in Natural , indeed Why it; 
juſt like ſpreading a Bag of Gunpowder before a great 
Fire, only to dry it; Ha ! ha! ha 

Fran. Right, Sir It puts me in mind of the rib 
Soldier, who, to ſteal Powder out of a full Barrel, cun- 
ningly bored a Hole in it with a red hot Poker. 

Sir Gilb. Ah! very good ! ha! ha! ha! As you fay,it 


hard luck indeed, that her firſt Touch of his Hand 


ſhould blow up all the reſt of her Body. 


Fran. But to do her juſtice, Sir, ſhe was not won with- 


out a good deal of Art neither : A plain Battery of Love 

would have done nothing upon her; you fee, he ws 

forced to ſap her with his Self. Reproaches, and put ital 

upon the point of her Compaſſion to his Senſes, 08 
ir 
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Sir Gi/b. Nay, the Toad did worm her nicely, that E 
muſt needs ſay 

Fran. Ha! ha! ha! what a rare Welcome too this 
News will have with my Lady ? how ſhe will fume at 
the Diſappointment ? 

Sir Gi/b. Nay, I have nothing to do with that, you 
know ; this was none of my doing: let every Tub ſtand 
upon it's own Bottom; I ſhall een leave her Ladythip to 
hz Management : All I can promiie him, is, not to hin 
der the Matter. 

Fran. That's ali he will defire, I dare ſay, Sir: be you 
but as paſſive in his Affair as mine, I'll warrant we will 
ind Courage enough between us to main ain our Pre- 
tenfions. 

Sir Gib. Ay! there you are right again; ſtick to your 
Stuff, Boys: and if I don't ſtand by you. may I be Cock 
of the hen-peck'd Corporation as long as | live. 


Enter 4 Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's Mr. Delay the Lawyer. 

Sir G1. Odo! that's well! Now Mr. Frankly, 

Fran. | believe. Sir, you had beſt keep him out of my 
Lady's fight, till Matters are ripe for Execution. 

Sir Gi/b. You are right, you are right —— ſay no 
more, I II do it. [ Exit Sir G. 

Fran. So! thus far we fland fair; we have nothing 
now to combat but my Lady; and Granger's Succeis 
with Sophronia, at this time, will naturally ſtrengthen our 
Alliance againſt her: As for my Friend Vitling, his 
own Affurance and Vanity will partly do his Bulineſs--- 
But however, in the mean while, it will not be amiſs 
to keep him warm and ripe for our Defign—— 4 Pro: 
po: here he comes. 


Enter Witling. 


Wit. Ha! ha! ha! Dear Tom I am glad 1 have 
fund thee, Faith! I have a Favour to beg of thee. 


Fran. 
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Fran. Why then, I am glad you have found me too 
becauſe, I believe, I ſhall not grant it. 

Wit. Ha! ha! what crabb'd fil, my Dear! but] 
come to thee from a fair Lady, Child ; and 'tis for her 
lake I am going to be obliged to thee. 

Fran. I am glad of that too: A Woman of Senſe [ 
war: ant her, by her ſending thee on a Fool's Errand. 

Vit. Ay, but my Dear ! the Errand happens to be hen 
now; and fo thou haſt civilly put the Fool upon the Wo. 
man of Senſe : Good again! one of thy old Blunders, 
Tom ! ſor, I think thou halt but curſed Luck in making 
thy way to the Women. 

Fran. When you tell me the Lady you come from, 
I (all be better able to guels, whether ſhe takes me ct 
you for a Fool. 

Nit. Suppoſe then it were from a Lady, Tom, that de. 
figns to take either you or me for a Husband? What 
de ſt thou think of my little Charlotte, my dear Tommy? 

Fran. Why, if ſhe takes thee for a Husband, I ſhall 
think her a Fool; and if I ſhould take thee for a Wit, 
ſhe would think me a Fool: But by her ſending 
_ to ask a Favour of me, it's a fign ſhe thinks thees 
Fool. 

it. Ha! ha! a verv pretty parcel of croſs Purpoſe, 
a Fool and Wit, and Wit and Fool; and ſhe and thee, 
and me! What? art thou playing at Huſtle cap with 
thy Words, Child? Thou doſt not expect I ſhould take 
all thy Jingle- Jamble for Wit, doſt thou? 

Fran. No Faith if it be Wit, I expect thou ſhouldſt 
not take it. 

Wit. With all my heart: Come, come, it ſhall be Wit 
then; Iwill miſtake it for once——But to Buſineſs — 
the fair Lady, my dear Tom. 

Fran. Ay, what of her? 

| was Why, poor Soul, ſhe deſir d me to come to yon, 
an 

Fran. And leave her to better Company, ha 

Wit. Look you, Tom, I know Loſers ought to have leave 
to ſpeak, and therefore, at preſent, you ſhall have W 
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Wit to yourſelf, my Dear: but don't be uneaſy at my 
Happineis, deer Tom; for to tell you the truth, the Crea- 
ure is ſo curſed fond of me, that ſhe begins to grow 
troublelome already. Ha ha! ha 

Fran. Why don't you make yourſelf eaſy then, and 
give her up to me ? 

Wit. No, no; I muſt not break the poor Fool's Heart 
neither: for you muſt know, ſhe is in a terrible taking 
adout me. 

Fran. How {o, Sir? 

Wit. Why ſhe ſaid, juſt now, ſhe was afraid to marry 
me ſo ſoon as to night upon thy account. 

Fran. Good! then there may be hopes ſhe wall not 
marry thee upon any account. 

Wit. No, don't flatter thy ſelf neither, my dear Tom- 
my; for her concern at the bottom was all upon my ac- 
count. 

Fran. How does that appear ? 

Wit. Why you know, jays ſhe, after all, poor Franks 
has ſome ſort of Pretenſions to me : I don't know how it 
was, ſays ſhe ; but fome way or other he got in with 
my Father: ſo I durſt not wholly diſcourage his Ad- 
dreſſes. Now Frankh;'s of a ſurly Temper, ſays he ; 
and, if I ſhould marry you in the Heat of his Diſap- 
pointment, he may ſay or do ſome raſh thing upon't : 
And I know, fays ſhe, Mr. Hitling. you are violent in 
your Nature too ; and if Matters ſhould riſe to a Quarrel, 
x0 body know where the Miſchief may end; the World 
would certainly lay it all at my door ——1 ſhould be 
the miſerableſt Creature alive - therefore I beg you, 

ſhe, go to him from me, and try to make an ami- 
cable End of the Buſineſs ; and the Moment poor Frank- 
h's made eaſy, ſays ſhe, I'll marry you, the next Hour, 
without any Reſerve in the whole World. 

Fran. Why then, without any Reſerve in the whole 
World, pray tell the Lady, that ſhe may depend upon it 
I am certainly eaſy — becauſe I am ſure ſhe impoſes 
upon you. 

Wie. Impoſe uponme, Child ! ha ! ha ! that's pleaſant 
enough, ha ha ä | 


Fran. 
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Fran. That is, ſhe lets you impoſe upon yourſe! 
which is the ſame thing : 

Wit. That may be, Tom ; but the Devil take meif | 
can fird it ut: But however, I am mighty glad 500 
do, becai'c then J am ture. as long as you are eaſy, you 
can't take it ill, 41 1 ſhould burſt my Ribs with laugh. 
ing at your Fancy. 

Fran. O! not in the leaſt ! and to increaſe you 
Mi:th, Sir, 1 will be farther bold to tell you, ſhe has u 
hearty a Contempt for you, if poſſible, as I have. 

Hit. Good again! Ha! ha! ha! 

Fran. Thou art a thing ſo below all human Con. 
deration, thou haſt not wherewithal to give a Spaniard 
Jealouſy. 

Wit. Ah! poor Tom, if thou didſt but .know all now 
Ha! ha 
Fran. But to think thy ſelf agreeable to her, thou muſt 
have the Ar of a French Harlequin. 

Nit. Ah! dear Tom, thou charmſt me ! for fince I fnd 
thou art not, in the leaſt, uneaſy at her engagement with 
me, to tell thee the truth, I have nothing elie at preſet 
that can poſhbly retard mv Happineſs. 


Fran. Why then, Sir, be as happy as you deſerve; and 


pray let the Lady know, as to any Favour ſhe deſign 
you, I am in perfect Peace of mind and Tranquillity. 
Wit. Ard you really give me leave to tell her ſo? 
Fran. Tell her, I am more eaſy than ſhe herſelf will 
be, when ſhe has married you. 
Nit. Why then periſh me, if thou art not one of the 
beſt.bred Rivals in the whole World! ha ! ha! And here 


ſhe comes, Faith, to thank thee for her part of the Ca 
folation. Ha! ha 


Fran. Ha! ha 
Enter Charlotte. 
Char. So, Gentlemen, I am glad to find you in ſuc 


good Humour. 
Wit. O! Madam, the deareſt Friends in the World: | 


have obey d your Commands, and here's honeſt Tom is b 
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| lone with him. 
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far from being uneaſy at our Marriage, that J- gad I can't 


him to believe it will ever come tv any thing. 
Char. O! as to that, Mr. Frankly may think as he 
es; but if he i- no: uneaſy upon your account, that's 
all pretend to detiie of him. 

Hit. No, no, honeſt Tor will give us no trouble, de- 

upon't. 

* Not I, upon my Honour, Madam; for though TI 
might be provoked to cut any other Man's Throat, that 
ſould- pretend to you, yet the Value I have for Mr. 
Witling, ſecures him from my leaſt Reſentment. 

Wit. Look you there, Madam! You ſee your Fears 
are all over ; I don't find we have any thing to do now, 
but to ſend for the Parſon. 

Char. Ay, but I don't well underſtand him; for he 
ſeems to be neither jealous of your Merit, nor my Incli- 
nation: and that I cin ſcarce think poſſible. 

Fran. You may, upon m Soul, Madam: for I have 
{ojuta Senſe of both, that if it had not been in regard 
to your Father's Contract. I am convinced you would ne- 
ver have endured the fight of him. 

Wit. Ah! poor Tem / he has much ado to ſmother it. 

[ Apart. 

Char. Very pretty] ſo you think that my admitting his 
Addrefles is meer Grimace, and that I amall this while 
king pains only to deceive Mr. Mitling. 

Fran. Alas ! you need not do that, Madam ; he takes 
— to deceive himſelf, he really gives you no trouble 

c MN. 


— You ſee, Child, we may put any thing upon 
him. 8 

Char. Right! you take it as I could wiſh ! Let me a- 
And fo, Sir, you really expect I ſhould 
be pleas'd with your having this free Opinion of my 
Conduct ? 
Fran. 1 muſt be pleas d wich every thing you undertake 
u my Favour, Madam. | 

i it. How vain the Rogue is too? [ Vde. 

Char. | am amaz'd! but how naturally a C b 
hews hi bl. [ Ale. 

Hit. 
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Wit. Ay, that's when he is in your hands, Madam 
Ha ! ha! L gad the plays him nicely off. ( ide, 
Char. Atcer this, one ſhould wonder at nothing Nay, 
there are ſome Fools, I ſee, whoſe Vanity is ſo far from 
_ offenſive, that they become diverting even tox 
Rival, 
Fran. Mr. Witting is always entertaining, Madam, 
Wit. Hah! Prodigious! I gad he thinks you mean me 
all this while. Ha! ha! ha! [ Apart. 
Char. Well, ſure there never was ſo bright a Coxcomb 
Atart, 
Wit. I-gad I'll humour him: Ha! ha! — 
Char. by all means, you will make him ſhine to a 
Miracle. | [ Apart, 
Wit. Why then periſh me, Tom, if ever I was fo wel 
diverted at a French Comedy. [Shakes his Hand, 
Fran. That may very well be, Sir; for Fools are apt 
to be fond of their own Parts. [SH Witling's hand, 
Char. Ha! ha 
Wit. Ay! ſo they are, the Devil take me; for, I i, 
there's no beating thee out of thine. 
Fran. How d I be out, when you play all tle 
Scene yourſelf ? 
Wit. No, no, Tom, I only laugh all; but "tis your Pat 
that makes me, Child. 


Fran. Right! if you did not laugh, where the Del 


ſhould the Jeſt be ? 

Wit. Why then, you ſee, I do the Fool Juſtice, Ton. 
Ha! ha | 

Fran. Ay, the Devil take me, doſt thou; I neverſay 
him beter acted. 

Wit. Ah! but you don't know, my Dear, that to make 
a Coxcomb ſhine, requires a little more Wit than thou 
art aware of. 

Fran. I know that he, who has leaſt Wit of us two, 
has enough to do that, my Dear. 

Wit. Ay ! that is when a Coxcomb ſhews himſelß 


am. 
2 Nay, in that I grant no Mortal can come up to 
1 * 


SFS . 


Nit. 
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wit. Hah ! hah ! ha! O] dear Rogue, I muſt kiſs 


thee. 
Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! 


Enter Lady Wrangle 


L. N. Your Servant, your Servant, good People : 
Whence all this mighty Mirth, pray ? 

Wit. O! Madam, here has been ſuch a Scene ! ſuch 
Hit and Daſh upon one another ; in ſhort, ſuch Bright- 
nefs o both ſides, the Full Moon, in a froſty Night, ne- 
rer came up to it. 

Char. I muſt needs ſay, I never ſaw Mr. Ititling ſhine 
o before. 

Fran. No, Madam ! why he alwavs talks like a Luna- 
tick, as you now may judge by his Similies. 

Wit. Ah ! poor Tem] thy Wit indeed is, like the Light 
of the Moon, none of thy own : If I don't miſtake, my 
Dear, I was forced to ſhine upon thee, before thou wert 
able to make one Reflection. 

Fran, There you are once in the right; for I certainly 
cauld not have laugh'd, it you had not given me a hearty 
Occaſion. 

Wit. Ay, but the Cream of the Jett is, Tom, that at 
we ſame time b really gave the: no Occaſion at all. 

Fran. Right again, my Dear ; for your not knowing 
that, is the only Jeſt that's worth laughing at. 

Bath. Ha! ha! ha! | 

L. Hr. This muſt be ſome extraordinary Miſtake in- 
deed ; for I have no Notion that Mr. Frankly and you can 
lave reaſon to laugh upon the ſame Occaſion, : 

Wit. Why, Faith! the Occaſion is a little extraordi- 


ry; for you muſt know, Madam, that honeſt Tom and 


| here, are both going to be married to this Lady. 

L. Vr. Both 

Wit. Ay both, Madam; for, it ſeems, ſhe has not 
been ag to convince us, that either of us mult go with- 
out her. 

L. ur. That's fo like Mr. Frankly's Vanity, that can't 
tink his Miſtreſs loſt, tho he ſees her juſt falling into the 
Arms of his Rival. Fran. 
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Fran. My Vanity and yours, Madam. are much u 
a foot ; tho I think you happer'd to be firſt cured of it. 

L. Wr. What do you mean, Sir ? 

Fran. That by this time you are convinced I wa 
never in love with your Ladyſhip. 

L. Nr. I am convinced, that a very little trouble would 
have made you fo. 

Fran. It muſt have been a good deal more than it 
colt me, to make you believe ſo. 

L Mr. If you have ſtill Hopes of marrying Charktr, 
Sir, I don't wonder at your believing any thing. Ha! 
ha ! ha 

Fran. Laugh when you ſee me deſpair, Madam. 

L. Vr. I need not {tay for that, your Hope is ridicy- 
lous enough; and I laugh, becauſe you can't ſee. 

Fran. Yes, yes, I can fee, Madam; 1 have ſeen all 
this day what tis you drive at: In ſhort, Madam, you 
have no mind that either of Sir Gilbert's Daughters ſhould 
marry ; becauſe if they die Maids, you have ſecured the 
Chance of ſucceeding to their Fortunes. 

L. Wr. Ay, do make the World believe that, if you 
can: Perſuade Mr. Witling that I have no mind Charlui 
ſhould marry him. 

Fran. What Mr. Witling thinks, is out of the queſt- 
on, Madam; but you are ture that ſhe never deſigns to 
marry him: ſo that your ſetting up his Pretenſions is 
not with the leaſt View of doing him good, but of 
deing me harm; or rather, that while you manage 
wo iſpute well on both ſides, neither of us may have 

L. Wy. He has gueſs'd the Secret; but that ſhall not 
hinder my Proceeding. You are in the right to _ 
long as you can, Sir; but I preſume you don't do it ft 
my Friendſhip, nor Mr. Wrangle's Conſent, or Char- 
Zotte's Inclination. 

Fra 3e what it will, Madam, it has a better Found 
tio nan your Hope of ſucceeding either to her's t 
$5pr0nia'- t ortune: For ſhall I tell you another Secith 
Ri..d+m ? *orbronia is going to be marr'=d to Granges 
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L. V.. Sophronia married ! 

Fran. Ay, ay, married, married, Madam; wedded, 
bedded, made a mere Wife of: 'tis not half an hour 

ſince I ſaw her fink, and melt into his Boſom, with 
all the yie!ding Fondneſs of a Milk maid. 

L. Vr. Sophrenia do this? 

Fran. Sophronia, Madam; nay, Sir Ciibert was, at the 
fame time, a ſecret Witneſs of all; and was glad, glad 
of it, Madam: and, to my certain knowledge, reſolves, 
that Granger ſhall marry her inſtantly : And fo, Madam, 
all that fantaſtick Fort- Philoſophy, that you have been 
building in her Brains for ſeven Years 
one honeſt Attack of mere Fleſh and 
moliſh'd, and brought to nothing. 

L. on PI not believe it, I 144 Ears deceiv'd 
you ; he might, perhaps, tranſport , but never to a 
ſenſual — wy 


. Oons! Madam, I * heard, and ſaw it 
; hing. ing, panting in his 
3 mortal, +7 * —1 All her ro- 
mantick Pride reduc'd, and humbled to the Obedience 
of that univerſal Monarch of Mankind, Love, Madam; 
plain, naked, natural Love, Love, Madam. 

IL. V. Iam confounded! if this be true, his Triumph 
in inſupportable. [Ade] Ha! what do I fee! 


Enter Granger leading Sophronia. 


Fran. Dear Granger, I con ate thy Happineſs ! 

Gran. ater a Fo e nl wrt 
I _ = half * Volta of my Conqueſt. 

ran. [To Soph.] Give me then leave to , Madam, 
that our former Difference is forgot ; — — 
vated Paſſion of my Friend has now convinc'd me of 
my own Unworthinefs. 

Soph. I cannot diſavow my tendereſt Senſe of Gran- 
EINS give © what Name you whats 4 I own "is 
— r nequeo dicere, 88 

proud that Love alone, unaſſiſted iloſophy, 
wald never have ſubdu d me. F . 
| _— I. A/. 


ether, is with 
) fairly de- 
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L. WW. Is it poſſible ! 
By your leave, Madam. 
[She breaks through the Compan;, and takes Soph. apart, 
Fran. Heyday ! what's to do now ? 
Gran. O Frank! ! | have ſuch a melting Scene 
to tell thee ! 
Fran. You may fpare your ſelf the Trouble; 


Sir Gilbert and I overhear'd every word of it & A. 
But I allow you an Artiſt. 

Gran. Was it not very whimſical* 

Fran. Huſh ! 

L. V. [To Soph ] Look in my Face full upon ne, 


Soph. Why that tevere Look, Madam ? 

L. Vr. To make you bluſh at your Apoſtacy. 

Soph. Converts to Truth are no Apoſtates, Madam, 

L. Vr. Is this your Self-denial ? This your Diſtaſe 
of odious Man ? 

Soph. Madam, I have conſider'd well my Female 
State, and am now a Proſely te to that Philoſophy, which lap, 
Nature makes naug ht in vain. | 
F L. Vr. What's then become of your P/atonick $y- 

em ? 

Soph. Diſſolved, evaporated, impracticable, and fall 
cious all : You'll own 1 have labour'd in the Experiment, 
but found at laſt, that to try Gold in a Crucible of Vi- 

in-Wax, was a mere Female Folly. 

L. Wr. But how durſt you, Madam, entertain a Thouyit 
of Marriage without acquainting me ? 

Soph. Madam, I am now under this Gentleman's 
Protection; and from henceforth, think my Actions ot- 
ly cognizable to him. 

L. Wr. Very fine ! 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, 'tis but fretting your Spleen to 
no pu 3 you have no Right to diſpoſe of either uf 
thoſe Ladies: Sir Gi/bert's Conſent is what we depend 
upon ; and as far as that can go, we ſhall make bold 
to inſiſt upon them both, Madam: and fo you may s 
well put your Paſſion in your Pocket, Madam. 

L. Wr. Inſupportable [Walks in Anger 


Wit 
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Wit. Ha! ha ! well ſaid. Tommy ! What, art thou crack - 
brain'd fill, my Dear? How the Devil didſt thou come 
by Sir G:/'s Conſent? What! he has not mortgag'd it 
twice over, has he ? but if he has, with all my Heart. I 
fancy we ſhall find a way to make his firſt Deed ſtand 
good Lowever ; and that, I am ſure, I have here fafe in 
my Pocket, Child. 

Fran. O that ſhall be tried preſently, Sir ; and here he 
comes with the Lawyer for the purpole. 


Euler Sir Gilbert, «vith a Lawyer. 


L Mr. Afr. 1t-ong/e, what do you mean by this Uſage? 
How dare you ailrunt me thus ? 

Sir Gr. | aFront you! my Lady. 

L. . Ay, Sir, by bringing theſe Royiters hure, to 
inſult me in my own Family. 

Sir G71. Frankly ——— ſtand by me. 

Gran. Roy ſters! Madam. | 

L. r. Sir, I am not ſpeaking to you—1 ay, Mr. 
rang le, how dare you do this ? 

Sir Gib. Do, Madam ! I don't do any thing, not I; 


if the Gentlemen have done any harm, you hal beſt tall 


tothem ; F believe they have both Tongues in their 
Heads, and will be able to anſwer you. 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, if you have received any Inju- 
ry oo either of us, we are the proper Perioas to talk 
with yon, 

L. We. What! will you ftand by, and tamely ſe 
me abus d in my own Houle ? 

Sir Gil. Odzines, Madam, don't abuſe your felf ; the 
Gentlemen are civil Gentlemen, and Men of Honour ; 
but if you don't know how to behave yourſelf to them, 
ltat's none of their Fault. 

L. Wr. Prodigious! behave my ſelf ! do you preſume 
o teach me, you rude illiterate Monſter ? 

Sir Gi/h. Hold her fait, pray, Gentlemen. 

Gran. [ Interprfng] Come, come, be compoſe l, Ma- 
am, conſider how wucle violent Emotions diſhogour your 


lulolop!, 7. 
Sir Gilh. 
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Sir G:/h. Ay, Madam, if you are a Philoſopher, now 
let's ſee a Sample of it. 

L. Vr. Yes, Sir, I'll give you one Inſtance of it im- 
mediately ; before you ſtir out of this Room, I'll make 
you do Juſtice to this Gentleman, I'll make you keep 
your Contract, Sir. 

Sir Gib. Why, Madam, you need not be in a Paſſion 
about that; I don't deſign any other, I'll do him Juſtice 
immediately. 

L. Vr. O] will you ſo? — come then, where's the 
Deed, Sir ? 

Wit. A hum! your humble Servant! how doſt they 
do now, my little Tommy ? 

Fran. I'll tell you preſently, Sir. 
ws Ha ! ha! I gad thou art reſolv'd to die hard, 


Lawy. Here, Madam, this is the Deed; there i 
nothing wanting but the Blanks to be fill'd up with 
the Bridegroom's Name: Pray which is the Gents 


men ? 

L. Wr. Here, Sir, this is he put in Wills 
Witling, Eſq; 

Sir Gib. Hold, Madam, two Words to that Bargain, 
that is not the Gentleman I have reſolv'd upon. 


8 Vr. Come, come, Mr. Wrang/e, don't be a Fod, 
I fay. 


Sir Gilb. And pray, Madam, don't you pretend tobe 


wiſer than I am. 

L. V. What ſtupid Fetch have you got in your Head 
now ? 

Wit. Heyday ! what time of the Moon is tha! 
Why have not I your Contract here in my Hand, 
Sir Gilbert ? 

Sir Gi/b. With all my Heart, make your beſt on't; 
III pay the P , and what have you to ſay no 
And fo, Sir, [To the Lawyer. ] I fay put me in Thens 
Frankly, Eſq; 

L. Wr. Mr. Wrangle ! don't ke me! do you 
know that the Penalty of your _ Mr. Witling, » 
above ſix and twenty thouſand Pound 


ifference, Sir? 
Sir 
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Sir Gi/b. Yes, Madam; but to let you fee that I am 
not the Fool you take me for, neither ; there's that will 
ſecure me againit paying a Farthing of it. 

[21r Gilb, hers 4 Bond. 

L. Vi. What do you mean? 

Sir Gi/b. Why that this, Madam, is a Joint-Bond 
from Mr. Granger and Frankly, to indemnify me from 
gl Demands, Colts, and Conlequences of Mr. Witlinz's 
Contract. [L. Wrang. peruſes the Bond. 

Char. Now, Mr. Vitliug, you fee upon what a ſhal- 
by Foundation Fand built all his Vanity and AF 
ſurance But, poor Man! he did not contider it was 
fill in as power to marry you, tho' you had no Con- 
twat at all with my Father. 

Wit. Right, my pretty Soul! I ſuppoſe he thought the 
Merit, and frank Air of this Bond, for ſooth, would have 
made you cock ſure to him; but Il let him fee pre- 
ently, that I know how to pay a handſome Compliment 
oa fair Lady, as well as himſelf : I. gad, I will bite 
his Head off. 

Char. Ay, do, Mr. Vitling, you touch my Heart 
vith the very Thought of it. 

Wit. Ah! you charming Devil! 

L. Vr. [To Sir Gilbert. } Is this then your Expe- 
dient? Is this your fordid. way of evading all Right 
and Juſtice? Go! you vile Scandal to the Board you 
it at; but you ſhall find that I have a ſuperior Senſe 
of Honour. And thus! thus! thus! Ill force yon to be 
juſt. [ Tears the Bond. 

Fran. Confuſion 

Sir Gib. Cons! Madam! what do you mean by this: 
Outrage? _ 

L. Vr. Now where's your Security? Where is your: 


nile Evaſion now, Sir? what Trick? what Shift have 


you now to fave you? 

Sir Gi. Frankly, ſtan] by me. 

Fran. Was ever ſuch a Devil? 

Gran. Fear nothing Lil warrant you come, 
fr, don't be diſhearten'd, your Security. ſhall be renew'd. 
to your Content: Let the Lawyer draw ut up thi, In- 

E 3. {tazt., 
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ſtant, and I give my word of Honour to it 
2817 GG. dh Company, | h "IT 
Sir Gib. Sa ou fo, m v 
likins Frankh, ſtand 1 F then, 
Fran. Generous Granger / 
L. Ur. Let the Lawyer draw up any ſuch thing in 
my Houſe if he dares. 
1 Nay, then, Madam, I'll ſee who dares moles 


Fran. I. whoever does, ſhall have more than one 


to deal wit 
Sir Gilb. Well ſaid, ſtand your Ground 
away, Man. [To the 1 


Char. Now, Mr. Wit 
Wit. Nay, nay, if that's your Play, Gentlemen —. 
come, come, I'll ſhew you a ſhorter way to make a 


end of this matter . and to let you ſee you are 


all in the wrong Box, and that now I am ſecure af 
the Lady's Inclination, I think it a Diſhonour to her 
Beauty to make uſe of any other Advantage, than the 
raked Merit of her humble Servant. T here, Sir Gil 


bert, there's your Contract back again, tear it, can 


it, or light your Pipe with it And My 
dam [To Char lou. 

Char. Ay now, Mr. Witling, you have made me the 
happieſt Creature living! A now Mr. Lawyer —— 

Wit. Ay now, Gentlemen — 

Char. Put in Thomas Frankh, La 

Wit. Fire and Brimftone ! 

Fran. Ay now, Mr. Witlng — 

Sir Gilb. Odſheart! in with him 

L, Vr. Come, come, Mr. Wrangle. — 

Sir Gilb. Ooons ! Wife, be quiet — 

I. V.. Wife ! What am I abus'd! inſulted then! 

Sir Gib. Ah Charlotte ! let me hug thee ! and 
buſs thee ! and bleſs thee to death! But here, Huſh! 
wb a pair of Lips that will 3 
thee 

Wit. Bit by the Powers} 
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Char. Nay, don't fay that of me, Mr. Withng ; 
was even all your own doing: for you can't re- 
ch me with having once told you [ ever loved, 
or liked you : How then could you think of marry- 
ing me? | 
515 Not reproach you, Madam? Oons and Death! 
Did you not as good as —— 
Fran. Hold, Sir, when you ſpeak to my Wife, I 
muſt beg you to ſoften the Tone of your Voice a 
little 


Wit. Heyday ! what a Pox muſt not Loſers have 
leave to ſpeak neither? 

Fran. No, no, my dear Bilh, thou art no Loſer at 
all ; for you have made your Call, you ſee — and 


zow have fairly had your Refuſal too. 


Wit. Ha! ha! that's pleaſantly ſaid however, I gad! 
I can't help laughing at a good thing though, tho I 
am half ready to hang my elf. 

Fran. Nay then, Witling, henceforth 1'Il allow thee a 
Man of Parts, tho“ at tae fame time you mult grant 
me, there are no Fools like your Wits: But fince thou 
haſt Wit enough to laugh at thy ſelf, I think nobody 
elſe ought to do it. | 

Wit. Why then, dear Tom, I give you Joy : for, to 
fay the truth, I believe I was a little over haſty in 
this matter: But, as thou ſay'ſt, he that has not Wit 
enough to find himſelf ſometimes a Fool, is. in danger 
of being Fool enough, to have nobody think him a 


Wit but himſelf. 


Fran. [To = Wr.] And now, Madam, were it but 
poſſible to deſerve your Pardon. | 

L. Vr. I fee you know my Weakneſs — — Sub- 
miſſion muſt prevail upon a generous Nature 


I forgive you. 


Sir G:i/b, Why, that's well ſaid of all ſides: And now 
you are part of my Family, Gentlemen, I'll tell you a 
Secret that concerns your Fortunes — Hark you -— 
in one word — fell —— fell out as faſt as you can: 
tor (among Friends) the Game's up — ask no Que- 

— but, I tell you, the Jeſt is over —— but 
Money 
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Money down! (d'ye oblerve me) Money down! don't 
meddle for Time : for the Time's a coming, when 
thoſe that buy will not be able to pay; and fo the De. 


vil take the hindmolt, and Heaven bleſs you 
gether. 


Gran. And now, Sophronia, ſet we forward to the 


promi:'d Land of Love. 


Soph. In win againſt the Forte of Nature's Law, 
Muld rigid Morals keep our Hearts in awe; 
All our loft Labours of the Brain but proce, 


In Life, there's no Pbilo/;poy lize Lot t. 


all to. 


E PT. 


£ 


EPILOGUE. 


H E Time is come the Roman Bard foretold, 

A Brazen Tear ſucceeds an Age of Gold ; 
An e 
When ſpecious Books wwere open d for undoing, 
4nd Engliſh Hands, in Crouds, ſubſcrib d their Ruin. 
lame Months ago, <vho ever could ſuppoſe, 
4 Goofequill Race of Rulers ſhould have roſe, 
Thawve made the warlike Britons groan beneath their 

Baur. 

Lvili, that never yet beheld the Sun, ; 
T foreign Arms, or Civil Jari, unknown, 
Theſe trembling Miſcreants, by their Wiles, bave done. 
Thus the fierce Lion, whom no Force could foil, 
By Village-Curs is baited in the Toil. 
Forgive the Muſe then, if ber Scenes were laid 
Before your fair Poſſeſſions were betray'd; 
She took the flitting For m, as Fame then ran, 


While a Director ſeem'd an honeſt Man : 


But were ſhe from his preſent Form to take him, 
What a huge gorging Monſter muſt ſhe make him ? 
How would bis Paunch with Golden Ruin fewell ? 
Wiek Familles devouring at a Meal? 
| What 


EPILOGUE. 


What motley Humour in a Scene might flono, 

Were we theſe Upſtarts in their Arts to ſhow ? 

When their high Betters at their Gates | ae awaited, 

Aud all to beg the Fawour to be Cheated ; 

Even that Favour, (or they're by Fame bel d, 

To raiſe the Value of the Cheat, deny d. 

And while Sir John wwas airing on his Prancers, 

Hear left his Cookmaid to give Peers their Anſwers, 

Then Clerks in Berlins, purchas'd by their Cheats, 

That ſplaſh thiir walking Betters in the Streets. 

And while, by Fraud, their native Country's Hud, 

Cry, Drive you Dog, and give your Horſes Gold: 

Even Jews no Bounds of Luxury refrain, 

But bail their Chriflian Hams in pure Champaign. 
Till then, the Guilty, that lave caus'd theſe Times, 

Feel a ſuperior Cenſure for their Crimes ; 

Let all, whoſe Wrongs the Face of Mirth can bear, 

Enjoy the Muſes Vengeance on them here. 


ez, 


